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Spooky Spectacles 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

Bass Courter, the Mayor’s niece 

Barney Corer, the Mayor’s nephew 

Dea Courter, the Mayor’s daughter 

Tom, Della’s boy friend 

Aunt Aurora, the Mayor’s wife 

Mayor Courter 

REPORTER 

PHOTOGRAPHER 

Wircues, three 

Serrina: The living room of the Colter 
home. 

AT Rise: Barney and Bass Corer 
are working at a card table. BARNEY 
is writing a composition for which he 
is consulting several reference books; 
Bass is trying to make a false face 
out of a large paper bag on which she 
has drawn a funny mustache, a big 
nose and large spectacles. She finishes 
cutting out the eyes and mouth and 
tries it on for BARNEY’s approval. 

Bass: There! How does it look, 
Barney? 

Barney: Terrific. What’s it supposed 
to be? 

Bass: I don’t know yet. I’ll have to 
think up a name. 


Barney: You’d better think it up 
quick and get it out of sight before 
Aunt Aurora sees it! We’re supposed 
to be doing our homework, remem- 
ber? 

Bass: But this is my homework! 
Making a mask is our Halloween 
project. How are you coming with 
your composition? 

Barney (In a pained voice): Please! 
How old-fashioned can you be? This 
is a report not a composition. Iam 
reporting on The Origin of Hal- 
loween. And every book I read has 
something different. 

Bass: Better hurry. Maybe if you can 
say your homework is all finished, 
Aunt Aurora will let you go over to 
Red Danner’s tonight and you can 
go along with the gang for tricks or 
treats. 

Barney: Not a chance! Haven’t you 
heard? I’m confined to barracks the 
rest of the week because they found 
out about last night! I guess my 
celebrating is over for this year. How 
about you? Any luck with your 
Halloween party? 





Bass: I’ve been afraid to ask! And 
anyhow, I don’t have a costume! I 
guess the only fun we’ll get out of 
Halloween this year will be at 
school! Oh, Barney, I wish we could 
run away! 

Barney: Don’t talk silly! You know 
Uncle Preston and Aunt Aurora have 
been wonderful to us about every- 
thing except this Halloween deal. 
Mother and Dad will be home by 
Christmas and we’ll all be together 
again. 

Bass: Yes, I know, but . . . oh Barney! 
I do want to go to this Halloween 
party so badly. You see... well... 
there’s this boy ... and. . . well, if 
I don’t go, he’ll be sure to take 
Mandy Wales. 

Barney: I wonder why they’re so dead 
set against Halloween. Even Cousin 
Della has no time for it! 

Bass: No wonder! She’s never been 
allowed to go to parties or dress up 
or play tricks or anything. Do you 
suppose it’s all because Uncle Preston 
is the Mayor? 

Barney: He wasn’t always the Mayor, 
but maybe that has something to do 
with it. He says Halloween is just 
one big headache to him. He has to 
hear about every window pane that 
gets soaped and every gate that is 
carried off and every trick that is 
played all over town. This year he’s 
determined there’s not going to be 
any celebration at all! 

Bass: I know. The kids at school just 
hate him for closing the square for 
the Halloween block party and 
eliminating the parade! I’m almost 
ashamed that I’m his niece. 

Barney: Oh well, I guess we'll just 


have to put up with it! But you 
know, the hardest thing of all for me 
is no pumpkin pie! If only Aunt 
Aurora would bake one, or make 
some doughnuts or order some cider, 
it would at least taste like Hal- 
loween. 

Bass: Well, she won’t! The very word 
Halloween seems to poison her! Sh! 
Here she comes. (AuNnT AURORA 
enters cleaning her spectacles.) 

Aunt Aurora: Indeed, these glasses 
are so steamed up I can hardly see! 
Standing over that hot oven has 
made them all cloudy. 

Barney: Are you baking something, 
Aunt Aurora? 

Aunt Aurora: Yes, another batch of 
pies! You know how crazy your 
Uncle Preston is about pie. 

Barney: What kind are you making 
this time? 

Aunt Aurora: Rhubarb! 

Barney (Jn disappointment): Oh! 

Aunt Aurora: What’s the matter? 
Don’t you like rhubarb?. 

Barney: Oh yes. It’s just that... well 
I thought maybe at this season of 
the year... perhaps... 

Bass: He means he was hoping you’d 
bake a pumpkin pie, Aunt Aurora! 

Aunt Aurora: Pumpkin? I wouldn’t 
have one in the house! Why, your 
Uncle Preston would have indiges- 
tion just to look at it! 

BarNEY: You mean because it would 
remind him of Halloween? 

Aunt Aurora: That’s right, and if I 
were in your shoes, my boy, I’d be 
very careful not to remind my Uncle 
Preston of Halloween right now. 
After what happened last night, 
you’d better walk the chalk line for 








a while. Deceiving us like that! 

Barney: Honest, Aunt Aurora, I 
didn’t set out to deceive you. I 
really went over to Red Danner’s to 
do school work. I didn’t know till 
after I got over there that he was 
going out for tricks or treats. 

Aunt Avrora: And you took great 
care not to tell us a thing about it! 
Well, murder will out, I always say. 
Red Danner’s father just happened 
to say something to your Uncle 
Preston. 

Barney: So that’s how he found out! 

Bass: Does Barney have to stay in 
every night for a whole week, Aunt 
Aurora? 

Aunt Aurora: Every night! And he’s 
lucky his Uncle Preston didn’t make 
it two weeks. He can’t afford to 
have anybody in his own household 
taking part in Halloween pranks, 
when he’s taking this stand against 
a public celebration. 

BarRNEY: But it wasn’t pranks, Aunt 
Aurora. We didn’t do a thing. 

Aunt Aurora: Somebody carried off 
the Watsons’ stepladder last night 
and it was found this morning in the 
Petersons’ chicken coop. 

Barney: Well, we didn’t do it; honest 
we didn’t. 

Aunt Aurora (Giving him a little pat): 
I don’t believe you did, Barney, but 
you mustn’t upset your uncle about 
Halloween. 

Bass (With a sigh): Then, I guess 
there’s no use in asking to go to 
Flora Mae’s party. 

Aunt Aurora: Not the slightest use, 
my dear. You have the rest of the 
year to go to parties. Valentine 
parties, birthday parties, Christmas 


parties, any sort of parties except 
these foolish Halloween shindigs. 
Your trouble is you don’t know when 
you’re well off. You’d just overload 
your stomach anyhow with dough- 
nuts and cider and pie and... 

BarNEY: Please, Aunt Aurora, you’re 
killing me. 

Bass: We'll try to keep quiet about 
Halloween, Aunt Aurora. We don’t 
want to make you any trouble... 
only... 

Aunt Aurora: I know, child, you and 
Barney both mean well and it’s 
been a real pleasure having you here. 
Indeed, we'll miss you when your 
mother and father come home from 
their trip. Has Della come in yet? 

Barney: We haven’t seen her, and 
we've been sitting right here doing 
our homework. 

Aunt Aurora (Picking up BARNEY’s 
paper): The Origin of Halloween! 
So that’s your homework! You’d 
better not let your Uncle Preston 
see that! The public schools wasting 
time on such foolishness! And what 
are you working on, Babs? 

Bass: Oh, it’s really nothing, Aunt 
Aurora. You wouldn’t understand; 
it’s just a special project for art 
class. 

Barney: Go on and show it to her, 
Babs. 

Bass (Modeling paper bag mask): See! 

Aunt Aurora (Startled): Really! Babs, 
put that dreadful thing away! I can 
see your Uncle Preston should pay 
more attention to the school system 
in this town. I’m glad Della is 
graduated and has a good job at the 
library! I wonder what’s keeping 
her. 








Bass: I’ve been afraid to ask! 
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a while. Deceiving us like that! 
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really went over to Red Danner’s to 
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Bass (With a sigh): Then, I guess 
there’s no use in asking to go to 
Flora Mae’s party. 

Aunt Aurora: Not the slightest use, 
my dear. You have the rest of the 
year to go to parties. Valentine 
parties, birthday parties, Christmas 
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Bass: I’ve been afraid to ask! And 
anyhow, I don’t have a costume! I 
guess the only fun we’ll get out of 
Halloween this year will be at 
school! Oh, Barney, I wish we could 
run away! 

Barney: Don’t talk silly! You know 
Uncle Preston and Aunt Aurora have 
been wonderful to us about every- 
thing except this Halloween deal. 
Mother and Dad will be home by 
Christmas and we'll all be together 
again. 

Bass: Yes, I know, but . . . oh Barney! 
I do want to go to this Halloween 
party so badly. You see... well... 
there’s this boy ... and .. . well, if 
I don’t go, he’ll be sure to take 
Mandy Wales. 

Barney: I wonder why they’re so dead 
set against Halloween. Even Cousin 
Della has no time for it! 

Bass: No wonder! She’s never been 
allowed to go to parties or dress up 
or play tricks or anything. Do you 
suppose it’s all because Uncle Preston 
is the Mayor? 

BarNEY: He wasn’t always the Mayor, 
but maybe that has something to do 
with it. He says Halloween is just 
one big headache to him. He has to 
hear about every window pane that 
gets soaped and every gate that is 
carried off and every trick that is 
played all over town. This year he’s 
determined there’s not going to be 
any celebration at all! 

Bass: I know. The kids at school just 
hate him for closing the square for 
the Halloween block party and 
eliminating the parade! I’m almost 
ashamed that I’m his niece. 

Barney: Oh well, I guess we'll just 
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have to put up with it! But you 
know, the hardest thing of all for me 
is no pumpkin pie! If only Aunt 
Aurora would bake one, or make 
some doughnuts or order some cider, 
it would at least taste like Hal- 
loween. 

Bass: Well, she won’t! The very word 
Halloween seems to poison her! Sh! 
Here she comes. (AuNT AURORA 
enters cleaning her spectacles.) 

Aunt Avrora: Indeed, these glasses 
are so steamed up I can hardly see! 
Standing over that hot oven has 
made them all cloudy. 

Barney: Are you baking something, 
Aunt Aurora? 

Aunt Aurora: Yes, another batch of 
pies! You know how crazy your 
Uncle Preston is about pie. 

Barney: What kind are you making 
this time? 

Aunt Aurora: Rhubarb! 

Barney (In disappointment): Oh! 

Aunt Aurora: What’s the matter? 
Don’t you like rhubarb?. 

Barney: Oh yes. It’s just that... well 
I thought maybe at this season of 
the year... perhaps... 

Bass: He means he was hoping you’d 
bake a pumpkin pie, Aunt Aurora! 

Aunt Aurora: Pumpkin? I wouldn’t 
have one in the house! Why, your 
Uncle Preston would have indiges- 
tion just to look at it! 

BarNEY: You mean because it would 
remind him of Halloween? 

Aunt Aurora: That’s right, and if I 
were in your shoes, my boy, I’d be 
very careful not to remind my Uncle 
Preston of Halloween right now. 
After what happened last night, 
you’d better walk the chalk line for 





a while. Deceiving us like that! 

Barney: Honest, Aunt Aurora, I 
didn’t set out to deceive you. I 
really went over to Red Danner’s to 
do school work. I didn’t know till 
after I got over there that he was 
going out for tricks or treats. 

Aunt Avrora: And you took great 
care not to tell us a thing about it! 
Well, murder will out, I always say. 
Red Danner’s father just happened 
to say something to your Uncle 
Preston. 

Barney: So that’s how he found out! 

Bass: Does Barney have to stay in 
every night for a whole week, Aunt 
Aurora? 

Aunt Aurora: Every night! And he’s 
lucky his Uncle Preston didn’t make 
it two weeks. He can’t afford to 
have anybody in his own household 
taking part in Halloween pranks, 
when he’s taking this stand against 
a public celebration. 

BarNEY: But it wasn’t pranks, Aunt 
Aurora. We didn’t do a thing. 

Aunt Aurora: Somebody carried off 
the Watsons’ stepladder last night 
and it was found this morning in the 
Petersons’ chicken coop. 

Barney: Well, we didn’t do it; honest 
we didn’t. 

Aunt Aurora (Giving him a little pat): 
I don’t believe you did, Barney, but 
you mustn’t upset your uncle about 
Halloween. 

Bass (With a sigh): Then, I guess 
there’s no use in asking to go to 
Flora Mae’s party. 

Aunt Aurora: Not the slightest use, 
my dear. You have the rest of the 
year to go to parties. Valentine 
parties, birthday parties, Christmas 


parties, any sort of parties except 
these foolish Halloween shindigs. 
Your trouble is you don’t know when 
you're well off. You’d just overload 
your stomach anyhow with dough- 
nuts and cider and pie and... 

Barney: Please, Aunt Aurora, you’re 
killing me. 

Bass: We'll try to keep quiet about 
Halloween, Aunt Aurora. We don’t 
want to make you any trouble . 
only... 

Aunt Aurora: I know, child, you and 
Barney both mean well and it’s 
been a real pleasure having you here. 
Indeed, we'll miss you when your 
mother and father come home from 
their trip. Has Della come in yet? 

Barney: We haven’t seen her, and 
we've been sitting right here doing 
our homework. 

Aunt Avrora (Picking up BARNEY’s 
paper): The Origin of Halloween! 
So that’s your homework! You’d 
better not let your Uncle Preston 
see that! The public schools wasting, 
time on such foolishness! And what 
are you working on, Babs? 

Bass: Oh, it’s really nothing, Aunt 
Aurora. You wouldn’t understand; 
it’s just a special project for art 
class. 

Barney: Go on and show it to her, 
Babs. 

Bass (Modeling paper bag mask): See! 

Aunt Aurora (Startled): Really! Babs, 
put that dreadful thing away! I can 
see your Uncle Preston should pay 
more attention to the school system 
in this town. I’m glad Della is 
graduated and has a good job at the 
library! I wonder what’s keeping 
her. 





Bass: Maybe she went some place 
with that nice Mr. Bennet. He’s 
really giving her a rush lately. 

Aunt Aurora: Tom Bennet’sa mighty 
fine boy. I never worry when Della’s 
with Tom. Well, I must run down to 
the store for a few groceries. I'd 
send you, Barney, but I promised 
your uncle you'd stay right in this 
house for one solid week. If Della 
comes in, tell her I won’t be long. 
Her supper’s on the kitchen table 
and maybe the pies will be finished 
in time. Uncle Preston won’t be home 
till late this evening. Goodbye, my 
dears, and try to be good. (She exits) 

Bass and Barney: We will. Goodbye, 
Aunt Aurora. 

Bass: She really is a dear! But that 
Uncle Preston! 

Barney: You thought Uncle Preston 
was a “dear” too when he bought 


you that watch for your birthday! 


Bass: I almost forgot! He is pretty 
wonderful except when it comes to 
Halloween. He just seems to have 
the wrong slant on it. (DELLA en- 
ters with Tom BENNET who carries 
a suit box. Both are angry and upset.) 

Detua (To Tom): I tell you there’s no 
use discussing it. You know how I 
feel about masquerades. They’re 
silly and childish. 

Tom: But, Della, these will be people 
at the office. Everybody’s dressing 
up. Even the boss! 

Dexia: Well, I’m not dressing up and 
that’s final. It’s bad enough that 
I’ve agreed to go to this dance, but I 
draw the line at fancy dress! I won’t 
make myself ridiculous. (Noticing 
BaRNEY and Bass) Oh, hello, 
there, you two. Where’s Mother? 


Bass: Gone to the store. Hello, Tom. 

Tom: Hello, Babsy. Hi ya’, Barney. 
Looks as if you should put up a 
sign: Danger — Kids at Work— 
How’s the homework? 

Barney: Not bad. Only I’m afraid 
I’m no writer. My spelling keeps 
getting in the way. 

Tom (Laughing): I used to have the 
same trouble. (Picking up the paper 
mask) Hey, what’s this? Does it 
have a name? 

De.ia: Babs, you know Mother and 
Father won’t like your wasting your 
time on Halloween stuff. 

Bass: It’s really my school assign- 
ment, Della. We’re supposed to de- 
sign an original mask: Funny, 
beautiful, ugly, horrible, artistic, 
weird — any kind we want, just so 
it’s original. 

Tom: Ummmm. You should get 
A plus if I’m any judge of original- 
ity. (Putting it on) Look, Della, isn’t 
this a killer-diller? 

Dexa: Don’t be childish! 

Tom: Good night! You really are a 
sour puss! (Puls mask on table and 
tears open dress box, disclosing a 
fluffy Pierrette costume) If I’m such 
a child, maybe I should play with 
people my own age. Here, Babsie, 
(Tossing costume to her) since your 
cousin Della is too grown up to wear 
this, maybe you'll enjoy it. 

Bass: Oh, Tom, it’s beautiful! Look, 
Barney, isn’t it lovely? Where did 
you get it? 

Tom: I got it for the beautiful but 
stubborn Della Colter to wear to the 
office party. I have a Pierrot suit to 
match, but it looks as if I won’t get 
to wear it. 





Bass: You mean it’s realiy mine? 

De a: You know you'll not be allowed 
to wear it, Babs. Tom, why do you 
torment the child. 

Tom: Can’t she wear it to some Hal- 
loween party of her own? 

BarNEY: She’s not allowed to go to 
Halloween parties. Aunt Aurora 
and Uncle Preston don’t approve. 

Tom: And apparently, neither does 
Cousin Della. Well, folks, this is 
where I came in! Do whatever you 
like with the costume. It’s this way 
out for me! 

DELLA: Please, Tom, you don’t under- 
stand. It’s Father. 

Tom: Yeah, I know. Your old man’s 
determined to make this a safe and 
sane Halloween with no fun for old 
or young! Well, as far as I’m con- 
cerned he’s succeeding. So long! In 
case you change your mind, call me. 

Detia: Don’t lose any sleep waiting 
for the phone to ring. You just don’t 
look at these things the way I do. 

Tom: No, I don’t; and my advice to 
you is to get a new pair of specs so 
you see Halloween in a different 
light. Goodbye. (Exit Tom) 

Bass: Oh, Della, I’m so sorry Tom is 
mad at you. He’s such a nice guy. 

Barney: The best. 

Detia (Beginning to cry): You're 
making me feel worse and worse. 

Bass (Holding up dress): Won’t you 
just try it on, Della? You’d look so 
sweet — just like a dancer out of a 
picture book. 

De ua (Grabbing dress): No! No! I’m 
not going to make an idiot of myself, 
going to a fancy dress party when 
the whole town knows the stand 
Father is taking on Halloween. Oh, 


dear! I hate Halloween! I hate it! 
I hate it! I hate it! (Runs sobbing 
out of room, leaving dress on table) 

Bass: Poor Della! She isn’t having 
any fun at all! I wish we could think 
of some way to help her. 

BaRNEY: We can’t even think of a way 
to help ourselves. It would take some 
kind of real magic to straighten out 
this household. (Doorbell rings.) 

Bass: Maybe that’s Flora Mae. She 
was coming over to see how I was 
making out with my party permis- 
sion. (Runs to door) I sure don’t have 
any good news for her. 

BarRNeEy: I guess we'll just have to 
mark Halloween right off the cal- 
endar for this year, Sis. 

Bass (Off stage): I’m sorry. We aren’t 
allowed to let anyone in for tricks or 
treats. Please, please. You can’t 
come in here. You really can’t. This 
is the residence of Mayor Colter. 
You must have heard of him. He 
doesn’t believe in Halloween. Bar- 
ney, Barney, help me shut the door. 
They’re coming in. (Enter three 
WITCHES. ) 

Barney: My sister told you we’re not 
allowed to play tricks or treats. My 
uncle doesn’t permit it. My uncle is 
Mayor Colter. 

Ist WircH: We know your uncle, your 
uncle the Mayor! 

2nD Wircu: He’s a big tall man, with 
iron gray hair! 

3rD Wircu: And people know him 

wherever he’s seen, 
’Cause he’s the man who hates 
Halloween! 

BarNEY (Laughing): That’s Uncle 
Preston all right, but you’d better get 
out of here or we’ll get into trouble. 





Bass: I told them we have nothing for 
them. Aunt Aurora never keeps 
anything on hand for Halloween 
treats. 

lst Wircx: We did not come here to 
borrow or beg, 

2np Wircu: For a piece of cake or a 
new laid egg. 

3rp WircH: We came instead with a 

gift for you 
That will make your holiday wish 
come true! 

Bass: Who are you? Are you anybody 
we know? 

lst WrrcH: Our names don’t matter, 
but mark you well, 

2np Wircu: We’re going to teach you 

a magic spell 
3rp Wrrcu: To use on Della, your 
uncle and aunt 
To give them a first class Halloween 
Haunt! 


Barney: Look here! 
anything to hurt our uncle and aunt 


We won’t do 


or Cousin Della either. 
been good to us. 

lst Wrren: But won’t you help us to 
open their eyes 

2np Wrrcu: And see Halloween in a 
different wise? 

3rp Witcu: So you and the folks and 

the town have fun 
Before the set of the Halloween sun? 

BarNEY: You mean you're going to 
teach us a spell to put on our aunt 
and uncle? 

Bass: And poor Cousin Della? Well, 
we won’t do it! 

Barney: Wait a minute, Babs. This 
might be a good idea. Let’s find out 
more about it. You wouldn’t do 
anything to hurt them, would you? 

Ist Wircx (Producing a small packet of 


They’ve 


papers such as are used for cleaning 

glasses, or a small spectacle-polishing 

cloth) : 

The secret, my dears, of our Hal- 
loween Hex, 

Is just take these papers and polish 
their specs! 

2np Wrrcu: And they’ll see Halloween 
in a far better light 

3rpD Wrircw: And your holiday time 
will be happy and bright! 

Barney (Taking the polishing papers): 
They look harmless to me! 

Bass: Barney, I’m afraid. Suppose 
this polish would injure their glasses 
or hurt their eyes! 

lst Wrren: No harm is intended and 
none will be done, 

2np Wircu: And you will all have your 
Halloween fun! 

Barney: It’s a bargain. We'll try it! 
(WircHEs stamp their broomsticks on 
the floor and give vent to a loud, 
cackling hooray. They exit chanting.) 

WrrcueEs: The deed is done and we’ve 

done our good deed, 

And now we’re off and away at full 
speed, 

We'll ride over fences and fly over 
ditches, 

Goodbye and good luck from the 
Halloween witches. 

Bass (Awed): Do you suppose they 
really were witches, Barney? 

Barney: Your guess is as good as mine. 
At any rate, we have the magic 
polisher. Which one shall we do 
first? (DELLA dashes in very much 
excited. ) 

De.ia: Children, children! 
something burning! 

Bass: Oh dear! Aunt Aurora’s pies! 
(DELLA exits to kitchen.) 


I smell 





Bass: Aunt Aurora will be furious! 

Barney (Stage whisper): Let’s try it on 
Della. 

Bass: What? 

Barney: The polisher! It can’t hurt 
her. 

De ta (Re-entering): Too late! They’re 
burned to a crisp! (Sinking down in a 
chair) Oh dear! Everything has 
gone wrong today! I’ll be glad when 
this week is over! 

Barney: Della, did you notice your 
glasses are all steamed up? 

Bass: It must have been from leaning 
over that hot oven. 

Detia (Removes glasses and looks at 
them): I didn’t even notice. I guess 
the whole world looks cloudy to me 
today. 

Bass: You mean since you and Tom 
had the fight? 

Detua: Don’t mention his name. 


Barney: Let me clean them for you, 
Della . . . your glasses, I mean. I'll 
shine them up as clear as crystal. 

Dexa (Handing him her glasses): O.K. 


Be careful. Don’t break them. 
That’s all I’d need for a perfect day. 
(Bass watches intently as BARNEY 
polishes the glasses and returns them 
to DELLA.) 
Barney: There! See how they are! 
Dewua (Putting them on): Fine! You 
sure did a good job on them. (Sud- 
denly leans forward and peers at 
Bass very closely. Begins to laugh) 
Bass (Alarmed): What’s the matter? 
Dexa: Nothing, but just for a minute 
you looked as if you had the prettiest 
dress on — all bright and sparkly! 
(Looking at Barney) Heavens! 
Where did you get that clown suit? 
That’s the cutest thing I ever saw! 


Barney: But I don’t have a clown 
suit on! 

Detia: I just love Halloween cos- 
tumes, don’t you? (Children stare at 
her in amazement.) 

Bass: But we don’t have any cos- 
tumes, Della . . . not a single one, 
don’t you remember? 

Dea: Well, it’s high time you had 
some. Do you know what I’m going 
to do? I’m going to go right upstairs 
and rip up an old blue velvet evening 
gown of mine and make you a Hal- 
loween costume. Barney, I could 
make you one too. What kind would 
you like to have? 

Barney: But what good’s a Halloween 
costume? We’re not going to any 
parties! 

Det.a: Oh, but you are! And so am I. 
If only I had something fit to wear! 
Bass: But, Della, don’t you remember? 
Here’s the costume Tom rented for 

you for the office party. 

De.ia: How stupid of me to forget! 
(Holds it up to her) How does it look? 

Bass: Wonderful! Why don’t you run 
upstairs and try it on! 

Dea: I will. Right away. (Starting 
to exit) 

Barney: And don’t forget to call Tom 
and tell him you’ve changed your 
mind. 

Dewta (Pausing): That’s right! I 
have changed my mind! Dear me! 
Wasn’t I the stubborn little mule! 
Pretending I had no time for Hal- 
loween and masquerades, when all 
the time I was dying to dress up! I 
don’t know what’s come over me, 
but I sure see things in a different 
light now. (Ezits.) 

Bass (Dropping into a chair): Well 





strike me pink! Did you ever see 
anything to equal that! 

BarNEY (Looking at specs cleaner): 
This stuff must be dynamite! (Enter 
Aunt Aurora with grocery bag) 

Aunt AvurorA: What’s the matter 
with you two? You look pale, and I 
smell smoke! Oh dear! My pies! 
(Dashes to kitchen) 

BarNEY: Shall we give her the treat- 
ment? 

Bass: We can try. 

Aunt Aurora (Re-entering): Ruined! 
The whole lot just burned to bits! 
It’s a pity you couldn’t have smelled 
them burning. Where’s Della? 

Bass: Upstairs, Aunt Aurora. I’m 
sorry about the pies. Della tried to 
rescue them but she was too late. 

Barney: You’ve got a smudge on 
your glasses, Aunt Aurora. Let me 
clean them for you. 

Aunt Avrora: Don’t bother, child. 
I’m just sick about those pies. Time, 
money, and effort — all wasted. 

Bass: Your glasses do look smokey, 
Aunt Aurora; let Barney shine them 
up for you. He just polished Della’s 
and they ... well... they worked 
like magic. 

Aunt Avrora: All right. (Hands 
glasses to BARNEY) But mind you 
don’t scratch them. 

Barney: I'll be careful, Aunt Aurora. 
(Polishes) There! I bet you’ll notice 
a big difference in these. (Returns 
glasses) 

Aunt Aurora: I declare I do believe 
these glasses make things clearer. 
What did you use on them, Barney? 

Barney: Oh, nothing, just a little old 
polisher. 

Bass: How do you feel? 


Aunt Aurora: How do I feel ?(Laugh- 
ing) It’s funny, but I feel hungry, 
starved to death in fact. And you 
know, it’s the queerest thing, but 
right from here, I imagine I see an 
enormous pumpkin pie on the dining 
room table. You know when I was a 
little girl my mother always baked 
the most delicious pumpkin pies at 
Halloween. My, they were wonder- 
ful! (Rises as if in a trance) I can 
still remember how fragrant and 
spicy they were and how absolutely 
delicious — the crust so crisp and 
the filling so rich and smooth and 
sweet, and. ... Well, glory be! Why 
am I standing here drooling like 
this? Babs, you come along and 
help me. (Starting for kitchen) I’m 
glad those old rhubarb custards 
burned up. I’m going to bake a 
batch of pumpkin pies before I’m 
another hour older. (She exits) 

Bass: I’ll be there in a minute, Aunt 
Aurora. Barney, it’s wonderful! I 
can’t believe it! Do you think we'll 
have the nerve to try it on Uncle 
Preston? 

Barney: Why not? He needs his eyes 
open more than anybody. You’d 
better go help Aunt Aurora. 

Bass: O.K. Be sure to call me if Uncle 
Preston comes. 

Barney: Don’t worry. You always 
hear him the minute he arrives. 
(Exit Bass.) 

Barney: Well, well, well! It looks as 
if Halloween is really picking up in 
the Colter household. Maybe I'll 
get to go out with the gang after all, 
(Shrugging shoulders) although I 
doubt if this cleaner is powerful 
enough to work any magic with 





Uncle Preston. (Enter Mayor Pres- 
TON with a reporter and photog- 
rapher.) 

Mayor: I tell you, gentlemen, that’s 
my last word on the subject. There 
will be no block party in the square 
on Halloween and no costume pa- 
rade. That’s final. Hello, Barney. 
Where’s your Aunt Aurora? 

Barney: In the kitchen, sir. 
call her? 

Mayor: Yes, please. Tell her some 
gentlemen from the press are here. 
They would like to interview her. 

Barney: I’m afraid she’s busy right 
now, sir. 

Mayor: Tell her to take a few minutes. 
We have a few other matters to take 
care of first. 

Barney: I'll tell her, Uncle Preston. 
(Exit) 

Mayor (Chuckling): My nephew! Fine 
boy! He and my niece are spending 
part of the winter with us while their 
parents are in Europe. It’s good to 

‘ have a couple of youngsters around 
the house again. My own daughter 
is quite a young lady. 

ReporTER: But how do the children 
feel about Halloween, sir? Surely 
they’re used to some celebration. 

Mayor: They’II have to be re-educated 
like the rest. I tell you, gentlemen, 
there’s no Halloween nonsense in 
this house. Sauce for the goose is 
sauce for the gander, I always say, 
and what is good for the community 
is good for my family. We have no 
Halloween foolishness here. 

PHOTOGRAPHER (Sniffing): Not even 
pumpkin pie, sir? Something smells 
awfully good in here. 

Mayor: Pumpkin pie! 


Shall I 


I should say 


not! I doubt if Mrs. Colter would 
even know how to bake a pumpkin 
pie. There hasn’t been a pumpkin 
pie in this house in twenty years. 

ReporTER (Shaking his head): That's 
too bad! 

Mayor: Not at all! Pumpkin pie is 
atrociously hard on the stomach, 
and on the figure, I might say. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: And what’s this, your 
Honor? (Holding up the Halloween 
mask) What might this be? 

Mayor (Jn horror): Well, bless my 
soul! I have no idea what that is! If 
those two young rascals have been 
disobeying my orders again, I'll. . . 
(Calling) Barney, Babs, come in 
here. At once! (Children enter) 

Mayor: Can you explain to these 
gentlemen and to me what this hor- 
rible thing is? 

Bass: Oh, that’s my homework, Uncle 
Preston. It’s a project for art class. 

Mayor: Oh, I see. (Clears throat) Well, 
in that case, I suppose I can’t ask 
you to put it in the trash can. 
Barney, where’s Della? (Children 
look at each other) 

Bass: She’s upstairs, Uncle Preston. 
I...er...I think she’ser... resting 
or sewing or something. 

Mayor: Well, get her down here. This 
photographer wants to get some 
family pictures. (Calling) Della, 
Della. Come down here, please. 

DELLA (Offstage): Just a minute, 
Daddy. 

Mayor: You'll find my daughter 
shares my sentiments on Halloween, 
gentlemen. In fact, I think I can 
safely say that I speak for the whole 
family when I say we eliminate this 
day from our calendar in the same 





way we are advocating for the rest of 
the community. (Enter De.ia at- 
tired in the Pierretie costume. She 
wears a mask and carries a costume 
over her arm for Bass.) 

Dexa (Playfully): Guess who, Daddy! 
Oh, I didn’t see you had company. 
Good evening, gentlemen. 

PHorTroGRAPHER: Stand right where you 
are, please, Miss Colter till I snap a 
picture! (Photographs Dea) 

Mayor: Here! Here! Stop that, young 
man. Della, what is the meaning of 
this? What is that thing you have 
on? 

De xa: This is my Halloween costume, 
Father. How do you like it? (Twirls 
about for his inspection) Tom is wear- 
ing the Pierrot suit that goes with it. 
Do you think we'll take a prize? 

Mayor: Stop talking nonsense and 
take that silly mask off your face 
this instant. What’s got into you 
anyhow? 

De ia: I really don’t know, Father. 
Just all of a sudden, I saw how much 
I was missing by not dressing up on 
Halloween and having fun like other 
young girls. Besides, Tom... 

Mayor: Quiet! (70 Reporrer who is 
writing like mad in his notebook) 
Don’t you print a word of this, you 
young scoundrel! I’ll sue your news- 
paper if you do. (Aunr AURORA 
enters, wiping her hands and brushing 
back her hair.) 

Aunt Aurora: Excuse me, gentlemen, 
I know I must look a sight, but I’ve 
just finished putting some pumpkin 
pies in the oven. 

Mayor (Roaring): What? What kind 
of pies did you say? 

Aunt Avrora: I said pumpkin pies, 
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Preston. I’ve been hungry for a 
pumpkin pie for years and this after- 
noon I just suddenly saw how 
ridiculous it was not to bake some. 
You know, gentlemen, I have one of 
the best recipes for pumpkin pie you 
ever tasted. 

Mayor: I’m sure these gentlemen are 
not interested in your recipes, 
Aurora. 

Reporter: Oh, but we are. I insist, 
Mrs. Colter, that you tell me just 
how you make it and I’ll give it to 
our Home Editor. She’ll run it as a 
special feature. I’m sure our readers 
will want to make a pumpkin pie 
according to the Mayor’s wife’s 
recipe. 

Mayor: You'll do nothing of the sort! 
Aurora, Della, I am amazed at both 
of you! Never have I been so... 
so... disappointed in you. 

Dewta: Oh, Daddy, don’t be so upset. 
I'll help Mother make a costume 
for you, too. Here’s one I made for 
you, Babsie. Maybe you'll get to 
that party after all. 

Bass: Thanks, Della. Thanks a mil- 
lion. (In stage whisper) Barney, 
can’t you do something . . . quick! 

Barney: Excuse me, Uncle Preston, 
but I think you have a terrible 
smudge on your glasses. 

Mayor: Keep out of this, Barney. I 
don’t care if I do have a smudge on 
my glasses, I just want these two 
boys to understand that not one 
word of this frightful scene is to get 
into the papers. (He takes off glasses 
and automatically starts to wipe them 
on his handkerchief.) 

Reporter: But it is our duty to tell 
our readers the truth, your Honor, 





and after all, this interview with 
your wife and family was all your 
idea. We can only report what we 
find here. (Doorbell rings and Tom 
enters in costume.) 

Tom: Gee, Della, the minute you 
phoned I came right over, just to see 
how we’d look together. Oh! Excuse 
me. I didn’t know you had com- 
pany. 

Reporter (Seizing Tom’s arm and 
thrusting the two young people to- 
gether): Do your stuff, Mac. 

PHOTOGRAPHER (Snapping picture): 
Hold, it, please. (Mayor lays glasses 
on table and lunges forward to break 
into the picture but is too late. BARNEY 
quickly picks up glasses and gives 
them a polish.) 

Mayor: Stop! 
this! 

Reporter: Sorry, sir. It’s all in the 
line of duty. Tomorrow morning’s 
edition of The Eagle will reveal the 
inside story of Halloween celebration 
at the home of our distinguished 
Mayor. 

Mayor: Why you... you... 

Barney: Here, Uncle Preston, you’d 
better put on your glasses. (Mayor 
puts them on.) Now, isn’t that better? 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Won’t you give us a 
picture with your family, sir? Then 
Eddie can write a suitable caption 
with a statement from you. 

Reporter: I am sure your statement 
would be very interesting, sir, espe- 
cially under the circumstances. 

Mayor: Picture? Statement? (As if 
puzzled) Statement about what, 
young fellow? 

Reporter: Why, about Halloween, of 
course. 


Stop! You can’t do 
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Mayor (Chuckling): So you want a. 
statement about Halloween, do you?’ 
Well, bless my soul! Halloween is the 
one holiday in the year when you 
can really kick up your heels and 
have some fun, whether you’re six or 
sixty, seven, or seventy! 

Au: What? 

Mayor: You heard me! Halloween is 
the real play day of the calendar. 
Why, when I was a boy, I used to be 
the worst kid in the block for think- 
ing up pranks. Did I ever tell you 
fellows about the time, we took down 
the gate at Mrs. Brown’s boarding 
house, sign and all, and put it up in 
front of the County Jail? There was 
the sign just as plain as day — 
GENTLEMEN ROOMERS, THE BEST OF 
ACCOMMODATIONS BY THE DAY, WEEK 
OR MONTH! (Laughs uproariously) 

REpPorRTER: What’s come over you, 
sir? I can hardly believe my own 
ears. 

Mayor: Thought I was too old and 
stodgy, did you, to take part in 
Halloween! Well, here! I'll show 
you a thing or two. (Grabs paper 
mask and puts it on) There, Bud, 
shoot a picture of me now, and print 
underneath, “Mayor Colter to Head 
Community Halloween Parade!” 

REPORTER: Quick, Mac, before he 
changes his mind. 

Mayor: Don’t worry. I won’t change 
my mind. I’ve seen the dark side of 
Halloween long enough. From now 
on I’m going to forget the headaches 
and think about the good times. (He 
removes mask as phone rings. BaBs 
answers it.) 

REPORTER: May I quote you on that, 
sir? 





Deita: Oh, Daddy, do you really munity celebration this year? 
mean it? Mayor: The biggest and best ever. 
Aunt Aurora: Preston, you are simply And now for the picture. (PHoToG- 
superb! RAPHER poses group) 
Bass (At phone): Just a minute, Flora Aunt Aurora: I really should be look- 
Mae, I haven’t asked yet. (To ing after my pies. 
Mayor) It’s Flora Mae, Uncle Pxorocrapuer: This will take only a 
Preston. She wants to know if I second, Mrs. Colter. (Poses people 
may go to her Halloween party, to- and is ready to snap picture) 
morrow night. Detia: Maybe we should all take off 
Mayor: Of course, you may, child. our glasses. 
And be sure you eat all the cider and Barney and Bass: No! No! 
doughnuts you can hold. Bass: You wouldn’t look one bit 
Bass: And what about Barney? May natural. 
he go too? Barney: Besides, they’re really very 
Mayor: And why not? (Suddenly re- becoming. 
membering) Oh, yes ... he was sup- Mayor: We'll keep our glasses on. I 
posed to stay in the house, wasn’t want this to be an honest picture of 
he? Oh, well, Halloween comes only an honest family getting a lot of 
once a year. Sure, he may go along. honest fun out of the simple pleasures 
Tell her I’ll come too if she needs an of Halloween. 
extra man. (Laughs heartily) Reporter: And what about a suitable 
Barney: Gee, thanks, Uncle Preston. quote, your Honor? 
Bass (At phone): We'll both be there, Mayor: You may quote me as saying, 
Flora, and thanks for calling. “‘There’s no real harm in Halloween, 
Mayor: Now what about those pic- folks. It’s all in the way you look 
tures, young man? Let’s get this at it! (Curtain closes on tableau with 
job finished in a hurry. PHOTOGRAPHER snapping picture.) 
REPORTER: You mean we can really 
tell the people there will be a com- THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Spooky SpEcTACLES Properties: Books, papers, pencil, paints, 
Characters: 5 male; 6 female. aper bag false face, scissors, suit box, 
Playing Time: 35 minutes. Pisrrette costume, spectacle-polishing cloth 
Costumes: Everyday dress. Della wears a or papers, grocery bag, press camera, hand- 
fall suit and hat when she first enters. kerchief. 
She later appears in a Pierrette costume Setting: Modern living room. There is an en- 
and appropriate mask. Aunt Aurora wears trance at right from hall and front door, 
an apron over her dress until she leaves for and one at left from kitchen and rest of 
the grocery store. Tom is dressed in a house. There is a window at right. At up- 
business suit for his first appearance. He stage center is a fireplace with a mantel over 
later reenters in the Pierrot costume. The it. Upstage left is a card table and two 
other men all wear business suits, while straight chairs. There is a small table with 
Barney and Babs are dressed in school a telephone on it against the left wall. 
clothes. Aunt Aurora, the Mayor and Downstage left and right are a couch and 
Della wear glasses. The Witches are some easy chairs. Other chairs, tables, 
dressed in traditional costumes and carry lamps, and bric-a-brac furnish the room. 
brooms. Lighting: No special effects. 
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You Don’t Belong to Me! 


by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 

WayNE Gorpon, a high school senior 

ErHet Gorpon, his busy mother 

SHELBY GORDON, his father 

Patsy GorpDON, his vivacious ten-year- 
old sister 

Diana HvuGues, Wayne’s former girl 
friend 

JENNIE WINFIELD, the big surprise 

Mr. MiTcHeELL, an advertising repre- 
sentative 

Serine: The living room of the Gordon 
residence. 

Time: A Saturday afternoon in early 
summer. 

At Rise: SHELBY GORDON is seated in 
chair, downstage right, reading a news- 
paper. Patsy GORDON enters brightly 
from left carrying a cardboard carton 
which contains several bottles of per- 
fume. Attached to the top of one 
bottle is an atomizer. 

Patsy (Moves to table left): Jeepers, 
Father! You’re just the character 
I wanted to see. (Places carton on 
table) But I thought you were play- 
ing golf this afternoon. 

SHELBY (Dryly, as he continues to read 
paper): So did I, Patsy. But your 
mother changed my plans. 

Patsy (At table): Father, do you realize 
this is the middle of June? 

SHELBY: I believe I’ve heard a rumor 
to that effect. 

Patsy: Which means that Christmas 
is only six months away. Doesn’t 
that make you gasp? 


SHELBY (Pays little attention to Patsy): 
T still seem to be breathing in a 
normal manner. 

Patsy: But Father, it’s time to think 
about buying Christmas gifts. (From 
carton she removes the bottle of per- 
fume with atomizer attached.) It 
would be simply horrible if you came 
up to Christmas Eve _ without 
presents for your dear family and 
friends. (She presses atomizer; sprays 
perfume into air.) 

SHELBY (Still engrossed in paper): 
Yes, indeed. Yes, indeed. 

Patsy (Continues to spray perfume 
across room toward SHELBY): So it’s 
time you made your gift selections. 

SHELBY (As he reads): I’m sure you’re 
right, Patsy — (Suddenly he breaks 
off, begins to sniff the air, and puts 
down his newspaper.) What on 
earth is that odor? 

Patsy (Proudly): It’s my perfume, 
Father. (Continues to press atom- 
izer) I’m selling it. 

SHELBY: Patsy Gordon, stop spraying 
that stuff around this room! 

Patsy (Brightly): Does it do something 
to you? 

SHELBY: It certainly does! 

Patsy: This perfume is called “Mad- 
ness.” 

SHELBY: “‘Madness’”’? That’s exactly 
the reaction I’m getting from it. 

Patsy: I’m to sell twenty-four bottles. 
And then I get a prize — a genuine 
imitation diamond ring. 





SHELBY: Do you mean you’re going to 
peddle that perfume? (He coughs, 
then fans the air to disperse the scent.) 

Patsy: Of course I am. Unless you 
want to buy all twenty-four bottles. 
(Indicates carton, then places bottle 
with atomizer back in carton.) 

SHELBY (Dryly): I haven’t that many 
enemies. 

Patsy (Drops into chair): Father, 
you’ve just got to make a purchase. 
I couldn’t get Mother interested. 
And of course Wayne won’t buy 
any, now that his life is ruined. 

SHELBY (With interest): I don’t believe 
I’ve been informed that my son’s 
life is rumed. Although I suppose 
I’d be the last to hear the tragic 
news. 

Patsy: Haven’t you noticed that 
Wayne is in a deplorable condition? 

SueitBy (Nods): For two weeks he’s 


been wandering around like a sick 
calf. (Sighs) I suppose it’s because 
I wouldn’t buy him a red convertible. 
Patsy: The real reason is Diana. 
SuetBy: Diana Hughes? 
Patsy (Nods): Wayne and Diana had 


a terrible quarrel. She won’t even 
talk to him. And honestly, Father, 
I can’t blame her. Wayne tries to 
boss everybody. (WayYNE GorRDON 
gloomily enters from right.) Well, 
look who’s here — little sunshine, in 
person! 

Wayne (Grimly, as he moves to center): 
Shut up! 

Sueipy (Jo Wayne): Wayne, don’t 
talk to your sister like that. Where 
have you been? (He rises.) 

Wayne: Upstairs in my room. 

Sueitsy: Your mother wants us to 
work on the rose bed this afternoon. 
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Wayne: Please don’t mention “roses” 
in my presence. 

Patsy: I know why. It’s because 
Diana Hughes has been selected 
Queen of the Rose Festival. 

Wayne (Angrily): I told you to keep 
still! 

SuHetpy (Jo Wayne): What’s this 
about you and Diana breaking up? 

WayYNE (With sarcasm): I suppose my 
darling little sister has been shooting 
off her mouth. 

SuetBy (Sharply): That’s enough, 
Wayne! (Pause) Now, I want to 
know what happened. 

Wayne (Sighs): Diana just wouldn’t 
listen to me, that’s all. I didn’t 
want her to be Queen of the Rose 
Festival — 

SHELBY: Why not? 

Wayne: Good grief, Father, don’t you 
understand? Diana’s too popular. 
A fellow likes to have a girl to him- 
self — at least a part of the time. 
But Diana’s into everything. So I 
demanded that she cut out a lot of 
that crazy stuff. 

SHELBY (Significantly) : In other words, 
you wanted to monopolize her time 
— you wanted to be the boss. 

Wayne: Well, gee whiz, I guess a 
fellow has a right to tell a girl what 
to do. 

Patsy (Dryly): Ha! Ha! 

SuHetsy (Jo Wayne): He also has a 
right to pick up a hot poker — but 
I wouldn’t advise it. (Firmly) Young 
man, you’d better change your tac- 
tics — and fast. Women just don’t 
go for that stubborn and domineer- 
ing attitude. 

Patsy (Wildly claps her hands): Bravo! 
Bravo! 





Wayne (Savagely, to Parsy): Cut it 
out! 

SHELBY (7'0 WAYNE): You’d better ask 
Diana to forgive you. And you’d 
better mean it. 

Wayne: L tried to apologize. But it 
didn’t work. I wrote her a letter. 
I really got down in the dust. I 
told her what a nice person she was 
and that I’d been a louse — 

Patsy: How true! How true! (WAYNE 
glares at Patsy.) 

SHELBY: What did she say? 

Wayne: She didn’t even answer the 
letter. That was two weeks ago. 
I haven’t seen her or heard from 
her since. 

SHELBY: Why don’t you drop around 
to her house? 

Wayne (Dramatically): How can I? 
I don’t have a red convertible. 

SHELBY (Sputters): You don’t have a — 


(Groans) Give me strength! 
Erne, (Entering from left): Shelby, 
I asked you to weed the rose bed — 
Patsy (Rises): Careful, Mother! Don’t 
use that terrible word “rose.” 
EruHet (Moves to center): What’s the 


matter with everybody! (Peers at 
Wayne) Are you all right, Wayne? 

Wayne: I’ll never be all right again. 
(Turns on his heel and moves down- 
stage) 

Erne: Shelby, have you been criti- 
cizing the children? 

SHELBy (Flaily): Do you mind if I 
just go out and work in the rose 
bed? (Moves upstage and exits at 
center door. Parsy steps behind table.) 

Eruet (A bit helplessly): I can’t under- 
stand any of you. 

Patsy (Drawing atomizer from carton 
on table): Mother, what you need is 


a bottle of “Madness.” 
spray the air) 

ErueE .: Patsy, stop that! 

Wayne (Indicating carton): Mother, 
make her throw that box of trash 
away. 

Patsy: This isn’t trash, Mr. Bighead. 

Eruev: That’s enough out of both of 
you! 

Patsy: I haven’t done anything. 

Eruet (Indicates magazine she is 
carrying): One of you cut half a page 
out of this magazine. And that’s 
where my story ended. Now I don’t 
know whether the girl married the 
lion tamer or the pineapple grower. 

Patsy: Let me take a look. (Moves to 
ETHEL; inspects page which has been 
cut) Goodness, I’m not so stupid as 
to do a thing like that. (Turns from 
EruHEL; moves back to table) But I 
know who did. 

Erue.: You do? 

Patsy: Your son is the guilty party. 

Wayne: Now see here — 

Patsy (Grins): Wayne entered a con- 
test. I saw him cut the entry blank 
out of that magazine. 

Wayne (Hoily): You didn’t see any- 
thing! 

Patsy: I see everything, smarty. I 
was trying to sell you a bottle of 
perfume. And you were working on 
your entry. But you wouldn’t pay 
any attention to me, even when I 
sprayed you with “Madness.” 

Wayne (With complete disgust): At 
times you make me absolutely ill! 
(Moves up to Erne.) Mother, I’m 
going to my room and I do not wish 
to be disturbed. I have enough on 
my mind without listening to the 
babbling of a silly child! (He gives 


(Begins to 





Patsy a dangerous glare, then quickly 
exits right.) 

ExrHEL: Goodness, your brother is in a 
frightful mood. 

Patsy: Old stormy weather — that’s 
Wayne. 

Erne (Moves to chair right): What 
sort of contest did Wayne enter? 
(Szts) 

Parsy: It was “The 
Dreams” contest. 

Erue.: The girl of my dreams? 

Patsy (Nods): The Higbee Candy 
Company is offering prizes to men 
who write the best statements about 
the girl of their dreams. Wayne 
had a box of Higbee chocolates he 
was going to give to Diana, but 
after they quarreled, he gave me 
the candy instead. 

Erae.: Wouldn’t it 
Wayne won a prize? 

Patsy: He won’t —so don’t stir up 
your blood pressure. Anyway, the 
ad didn’t even state what the win- 
ner would receive. 
prise award. 

Erne: A surprise award? That sounds 
interesting. 

Patsy: I wish somebody would sur- 
prise me — by buying twenty-four 
bottles of ‘‘Madness”’ 
(Again sprays perfume) 

ETHEL: Patsy, get those bottles out of 
heres You’re smelling up the house. 

Patsy: But that’s the idea. When 
people come in, I want them to 
swoon from “Madness.” 

Eruet: They’ll right. 
(Firmly) Now, take that box out 
to the back porch. 

Patsy: But Mother — 

I-rnEev: You heard me. 


Girl of My 


be exciting if 


It’s to be a sur- 


perfume. 


swoon, all 


Patsy (Slowly picking up carton): Gee 
whiz! The way I’m pushed around! 
(The doorbell rings.) The doorbell! 
Maybe somebody wants to buy a 
bottle of — 

Erue. (Breaks in): More likely it’s an 
investigator from the Board of 
Health. The neighbors have prob- 
ably been complaining about your 
perfume. (Hurriedly) Now, get it 
out of here. 

Patsy (Moves gloomily to left): I 
don’t know how come I had to be 
a member of this family. (Doorbell 
rings again. Patsy exits left with 
carton as ETHEL moves quickly up- 
stage. She opens center door revealing 
JENNIE WINFIELD, who carries a 
traveling bag. In speech, manner and 
dress she creates the role of a crude 
and dizzy female.) 

JENNIE (In a loud, rasping voice): 
Hello, honey! (She steps into room.) 
Nice day, huh? 

Erne. (Annoyed): Young lady, what- 
ever you're selling, I’m not in the 
market. 

JENNIE: Oh, I’m not selling anything, 
dearie. I’m looking for a guy by 
the name of Wayne Gordon. Is this 
where he hangs out? 

Ernen (With dignity): Wayne Gordon 
is my son. 

JENNIE: Then this is the place. 
closes door behind her.) 

Erne. (Jrritated): Young lady, who 
are you and what do you want? 
JENNIE (In a breezy, informal tone): 
Jennie’s my name — Jennie Win- 
field. (She moves down right, gazing 
around the room.) Gee, nice little 
dump you got here. (She places her 

traveling bag on floor.) 


(She 





Erne. (Moving toward JENNIE): Miss 
Winfield, will you kindly explain — 

JENNIE (Breaking in): Just call me 
Jennie. We might as well start out 
on a chummy basis. 

Erse.: Chummy basis? 

JENNIE: What’s your name, honey? 

Ere: Iam Mrs. Ethel Gordon. But 
I certainly don’t — 

JENNIE (Smiles): Ethel? Now that’s 
a good solid name. 

ErHet (Thoroughly disgusted): 
here, what do you want? 

JENNIE: I told you. I’m here to see 
your son. (At that moment SHELBY 
enters at center. He takes a step 
downstage, then pauses abruptly as he 
sees JENNIE.) 

SHELBY (With a start): Oh —! 

JENNIE: Hello, handsome! (SHELBY 
is shocked. He moves downstage.) 
Are you Wayne Gordon? 


See 


Erxe (Coldly): That is my husband— 
Shelby Gordon. 


JENNIE: Your husband? (Laughs 
loudly) Dearie, I thought he was 
your son! (Ere. glares.) 

SHELBY (Completely at sea): What’s 
going on? 

ErHet (Indicating JENNIE): This is 
Jennie Winfield. She insists upon 
seeing Wayne. 

SHELBY (Turns to JENNIE): What do 
you want with our son? 

JENNIE: Wayne entered the Higbee 
Candy Contest. He wrote a state- 
ment about the girl of his dreams. 
And believe it or not, his entry won 
first prize. 

SHELBY (Startled): It — did? 

Erne. (With a gasp): First prize? My 
goodness! 

SHetBy (With sudden enthusiasm): 
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Say, that’s all right. 

Ere: Shelby, can you imagine? Our 
son—a prize winner. (Excited) 
He’ll be written up in the news- 
papers — the mayor will give him 
the key to the city — (At that mo- 
ment WayYNE enters right. ETHEL 
gives a happy shriek.) Wayne! 
Wayne, darling — you did it! 

Wayne (Puzzled): Huh? 

ETHEL: You won! 

Wayne: I — whai? 

SHELBY: My boy, you won first prize 
in the Higbee Candy Contest! 

Wayne (Almost speechless): I — I did? 

Eruet (Indicates JENNIE): Wayne, this 
is Jennie Winfield. She just brought 
us the glad tidings. 

Wayne (Turns to JENNIE): You mean 
my entry was judged the best? 
JENNIE: It sure was, junior. You get 

the award. (WAYNE grins broadly.) 

Erne, (Flutters): I'm simply over- 
whelmed. 

Wayne (Enthusiastically): Gee, Miss 
Winfield, what is the award? 

Erue.: I hope it’s an electric refriger- 
ator — or an automatic washer — 

Suey: If I were in Wayne’s position, 
I’d rather have cash. 

Wayne (Impatienily): All right, Miss 
Winfield, what did I win? 

JENNIE (After a slight pause): Well 
frankly, junior, I don’t know. 

Wayne (Startled): You don’t know? 

SuHesy (Equally startled): What’s that? 

Erne (At the same time): Then why 
did you make the trip if — 

JENNIE (Throws up her hands): Hold 
it folks — hold it! (The others gaze 
at JENNIE in puzzled silence.) You 
see, I’m the messenger for the Hig- 
bee Candy Company. They call 





me the Higbee Dream Girl. (Giggles) 
Isn’t that cute? 

SHELBY (Dryly): It’s amazing. 

JENNIE: I was sent here with the offi- 
cial announcement for Wayne Gor- 
don. (Brightly) It’s all done up in 
one of those oversized envelopes, all 
decorated in gold trim and little red 
hearts — 

Wayne (Breaks in impatiently): All 
right —all right. Let’s see it. 
(JENNIE doesn’t move.) 

Erne: Well, don’t just stand there, 
Miss Winfield. Show us the an- 
nouncement. 

JENNIE (Begins to giggle): I — I can’t. 

SHELBY: You can’t? 

Wayne: But why not? 

JENNIE: You'll scream when I tell you. 
I forgot to bring it with me! (She 
giggles wildly.) 

Wayne (Aghast): What! 

Erne: Forgot to bring it with you? 

JENNIE (Nods): When the president 
of the company told me I'd been 
selected to make the presentation, 
I got all excited and rushed out of 
the office like it was quitting time. 
(Giggles) I left the announcement 
lying on the president’s desk. And 
I didn’t even miss it until I got off 
the train a few minutes ago. (With 
a shriek.) Isn’t that the limit? 

SHELBY (Sputters): It certainly is! 

Wayne: At least you can tell us what 
the award is. 

JENNIE: No, I can’t. I’m only the 
messenger. I’m not in the habit of 
looking into sealed envelopes. 

Suey: It could be a check. 

Erusi: Maybe it’s a bond or a gift 
certificate. 

Wayne: But what do we do now? 


JENNIE: Soon as the president dis- 
covers I left the announcement on 
his desk, he’ll mail it out here. 

Wayne: He’d better! 

Erne: (70 JeENNtTE): How long will 
that take? 

JENNIE (Easily): Oh, two or three days. 
Maybe more, if he happens to be 
on vacation or something. (Smiles) 
Hope it’s not going to put you folks 
out too much. 

Wayne: I suppose we'll just have to 
wait. 

Erxne.: But surely we can find out 
before — (Suddenly turns to JENNIE) 
Miss Winfield, what do you mean 
—you hope it won’t put us out 
too much? 

JENNIE: Well, of course Ill have to 
wait too. (Sits in chair right) 

SHEevsy (With a violent start): What’s 
that? 

Wayne (Aghast): You'll have to wait 
too? 

JENNIE (Nods brightly): Sure. I’m 
hired to make a personal presenta- 
tion of the award. So I’ve got to 
stay right here until the envelope 
arrives. 

Eruet (Horrified): But Miss Win- 
field, you— you can’t do that! 
(Sinks into chair at left) 

SHeEvsy (Bellows): Of course not. It’s 
impossible! 

Wayne (Loudly): All I want is the 
award! 

JENNIE (Stoutly): Junior, there isn’t 
going to be any award until I make 
it in person. So I’m staying. 

SHELBY (About to choke): Now, see 
here — 

JENNIE (7'o0 SHELBY): Calm down, 
buster. If you want your son to get 





the first prize in the contest, you’ve 
got to entertain me until the official 
document arrives by United States 
mail. 

Ernet: Why, I—TI never heard of 
such a thing! 

Wayne: Why can’t the company just 
notify me by phone or telegram? 

JENNIE (Coolly): Junior, I’m the Hig- 
bee Dream Girl. You’re to be noti- 
fied by me — and only me. That’s 
part of the plan. (Smiles broadly) 
You know, I’m sort of glad I forgot 
the announcement. (Gazes around 
the room) Think I’ll enjoy relaxing 
around here for a time. Even an 
attractive girl like me gets kind of 
tired of city life. 

Erne, (Unnerved): Shelby, what — 
what are we going to do? 

SHELBY (Jn complete confusion): I — I 
don’t know — 

JENNIE: Well, I’m not going to sit 
glued to this chair for the next week, 
waiting to hear from the company. 
(Rises, turns to Erne.) Honey, you 
better show me up to my room. 
(Picks up her bag) 

Erne. (Rises in panic): Shelby, did 
you hear that? She talks as though 
she planned to— to move in and 
settle down. 

SuHenBy: Now see here, Miss Win- 
field — 

JENNIE (S/outly): I’m not leaving this 
house until I make the personal 
presentation. 

Wayne (Desperately): You have to 
leave. (With sudden determination) 
I—I won’t accept the award. 

JENNIE: Oh, yes, you will. You entered 
the contest, Junior. You won first 
prize. You promised to abide by 


all the rules. I’ve been appointed 
the Higbee Dream Girl, which means 
I’m supposed to give you the prize. 
(Emphatically) And that’s what I’m 
going to do, if I have to stick around 
here the rest of my life. 

EruHe (Begins to sway): I —I think 
I’m going to faint — 

JENNIE (Brighily): Go right ahead, 
dearie. I'll look after your house 
and family. 

ErxE. (Straighiens up angrily): You'll 
do no such thing! 

JENNIE: Then I demand to be taken to 
my room. I want to unpack. 

EruE.: But you — you simply can’t— 

JENNIE: Then I’ll sit out on your front 
porch and yell and scream — 

SHELBY: Oh, take her upstairs, Ethel! 
Anything to get that female out of 
my sight! 

Wayne (Shouts): Mine too! 

ETHEL (Completely unnerved): I — I’ve 
never been so upset in my life! 
(Crosses to JENNIE) I — I’m certain 
there’s something in the Constitu- 
tion about this. 

JENNIE (Smiles at Erne): Let’s get 
moving, honey. I’ve had a hard day 
and I need my beauty nap. 

Erxev: But I — I — 

SuHeisy (Thunders violently): Get her 
out of here, Ethel! 

Erne. (70 JENNIE): Oh, come along. 
(She exits right.) 

JENNIE (T'urns to WAYNE and SHELBY, 
smiles broadly): V'll be seeing you 
both — you cute little beavers! (She 
exits right as WAYNE staggers down- 
stage and collapses into chair at right.) 

SHELBY: This is an outrage! What 
right has she to move in here? [’ll 
file a suit! I’ll take it to the Supreme 





Court — (At that moment Patsy 
enters from left.) 

Patsy (Jo SHe.py): What’ll you take 
to the Supreme Court, Father? 
(SHELBY and WAYNE gaze at Patsy 
in stoney silence.) My goodness, 
what’s the matter with you two? 

SHELBY (Grimly): Your brother won 
first prize in the Higbee Candy 
Contest! 

Patsy: He did? That’s wonderful! 
(Turns to WAYNE) Gee, Wayne, what 
did you get? 

SeeiBy (Loudly): Nothing yet — ex- 
cept the messenger! 

Patsy: The messenger? 

Wayne: A girl by the name of Jennie 
Winfield just arrived. She was hired 
to make the presentation. 

SHELBY: But she forgot to bring along 
the official notice. 

Wayne (With a wail): And now she 
won’t leave until the award arrives 
by mail and she can give it to me 
in person! 

Patsy (Stunned): You mean she’s 
going to stay until the prize comes? 

Wayne (Loudly and savagely): Yes! 
(Suddenly Patsy breaks into laughter. ) 
You shut up! 

Patsy (Almost in hysterics): Oh, this 
is marvelous! 

SHELBY (Menacingly, to Patsy): Stop 
it! 

Patsy: Where is she? 
look like? 

SHELBY: She’s upstairs — 

Wayne (Groans): Unpacking — 

(Patsy again breaks into loud laughter.) 

SHeiBy (Grimly): She’s getting out of 
here if I have to use the National 
Guard and the Civil Defense! (Patsy 
still laughing wildly drops into chair.) 


What does she 


Wayne: Make that idiot stop screech- 
ing! 

Erne. (Entering from right): Shelby, 
what are we going to do? The girl 
won’t listen to reason. She says 
she likes our house. And she flatly 
refuses to leave until the company 
forwards the award. 

Wayne: Then I don’t want the award 
— no matter what it is! 

Erne. (Hoily): Wayne Gordon, why 
did you have to win a prize that’s 
delivered by special messenger? 

Patsy (With a loud giggle): I have it! 
While Jennie’s waiting around, she 
can wash and cook and — 

Wayne: You keep out of this! 

ETHEL: Shelby, you’ve got to do some- 
thing. 

SuHetsBy (Nods grimly): I’m phoning 
the sponsors. If they don’t get that 
woman out of here, I’ll sue them. 
(To Wayne) Where’s the home 
office of this candy company? 

Wayne: I — I don’t remember — 

SHELBY (Spuiters): You don’t remem- 
ber? 

Patsy: The address was probably on 
the box of Higbee chocolates. Wayne 
gave me the candy after he and 
Diana — 

SHetsBy (Cuts in): Where’s the box? 

Patsy (Deep in thought): I’m not sure. 
But I think I threw it in the trash 
burner in the alley — 

SHELBY: Then you’re coming with me. 
We've got to find that box! (Moves 
grimly to left) 

Patsy (Rises, follows SHELBY): Gee, 
Father, supposing we don’t find the 
sponsor’s address? And supposing 
the sponsor has lost ours? Maybe 
we'll have Jennie on our hands for- 





ever! (WAYNE groans loudly. SHELBY 
stormily exits left, followed by Patsy.) 

ErueE.: What are people going to say 
when they hear about this? It’s 
going to be difficult to explain. 

Wayne (Savagely): Don’t tell them 
anything! 

Ere: If Jennie stays on and on, how 
shall we introduce her to our friends? 

Wayne (Groans): Don’t even mention 
it! 

Erne. (Thoughtfully): Should I say, 
“This is Jennie Winfield, our son’s 
Dream Girl’’? 

Wayne: Mother! 

Ernae.: Or maybe I could say, “She 
brought a prize to Wayne, but she 
forgot to bring it.’’ (Shakes her 
head sadly) No, that sounds im- 
possible. 

Wayne: It all sounds impossible to me! 


Erne.: Or maybe I could say, “Jen- 
nie’s expecting a letter from the 
Higbee Candy Company. So she’s 
staying with us until it arrives.” 
But that doesn’t make sense either. 


Wayne (Buries his face in his hands): 
Mother — please — (The doorbell 
rings.) 

ErxHe.: Oh, dear! This is no time for 
company. (Starts upstage, then sud- 
denly turns to WAYNE) Wayne, you 
didn’t enter another contest, did you? 

Wayne (Wildly): I did not. (Eraen. 
opens door at center revealing DIANA 
HvuGHES. ) 

ETHEL. (Greatly surprised): Why — why 
— Diana Hughes! (WAYNE jumps 
to his feet.) 

Diana (Smiles brightly): Hello, Mrs. 
Gordon. (She steps into room.) 
Hello, Wayne. 


Wayne (Stares wildly at Diana): Not 
— not you! 

Eruet (In confusion): I — I won’t ask 
you to — to sit down, because I — 
I suppose you’re in a hurry. 

Drana (Smiles): Oh, I’m in no hurry. 
(Moves to chair at left of table where 
she sits. WAYNE and ETHEL gaze 
nervously at Diana. At last DIANA 
speaks to Ernen.) I happened to be 
in this neighborhood, and I had a 
sudden urge to drop in. 

Erue. (Weakly): That’s nice — 


Diana (Jo ErxHen, who stands at cen- 
ter): Mrs. Gordon, I’m going to be 
very frank. I—I guess you knew 
that Wayne and I had — had 
broken up. I suppose you were up- 
set about it, too. (WAYNE moves 
downstage to extreme right, his back 
to Diana and ETHEL.) 

Erne: At the moment, I’m upset 
about a lot of things. 

Drana: Mrs. Gordon, I felt that you 
should hear my side of the story. 
You see, Wayne decided I wasn’t 
his type. 

Wayne (Swings around quickly): 
That’s not so, Diana! I tried to — 

Diana (Coolly stops him): Please, 
Wayne. (Turns to Erner) It seems 
that Wayne wants a girl who isn’t 
popular or clever. 

Eruen (Dryly): Well, I certainly know 
where he can find one. 

Drana: Wayne doesn’t approve of a 
girl who is selected Queen of the 
Rose Festival. 

Wayne: Diana, listen to me — 

Diana (Cuts him off): I know exactly 
the kind of girl you would idolize, 
Wayne. A girl who is both crude and 





stupid. 
your life. 

Erne (Blurts out): My goodness, she 
already has! 

Wayne: Mother! 

Diana (Suddenly interested): What’s 
that, Mrs. Gordon? 

Erne: (Hastily): I mean — Wayne 
won first prize in a contest. 

Drana: How nice. 

SuHetsy (Entering from left, followed 
by Patsy): Somebody burned that 
candy box— (Breaks off abrupily 
as he sees Dtana) Oh! 

Patsy (Equally startled): Diana! 

Diana (Pleasantly): How are you both? 

Patsy (Dryly): We’ ve seen better days. 


Diana: I understand Wayne has won 
first award in a contest. I’m sure 
all of you are breathless. 

SHELBY: We’re not only breathless — 
we’re stunned. 

Diana: Wayne, you must show me 
your prize. Or has it arrived yet? 

Patsy: You ought to see what’s ar- 
rived! 

Wayne: Diana, I — I’ve got to talk 
to you — alone. 

Diana (As she rises) : I’m afraid there’s 
nothing more that either of us can 
say. But I wish you the best of 
everything in the years ahead, 
Wayne. And someday may the girl 
of your dreams walk into your life. 

Patsy (With a giggle) : She already has! 

Wayne (Wildly): Patsy! 

Patsy: A girl showed up and an- 
nounced that she— (At that mo- 
ment JENNIE enters at right. She 
has discarded her hat and earrings. 
Her make-up is softer, more attrac- 
tive and she wears a smartly simple 


I hope she shows up in 


frock. Pavsy breaks off with a gasp.) 
My goodness! 

JENNIE (Quietly, with a little smile): 
Hello. (All in the room turn toward 
JENNIE. Wayne, SHELBY and 
ETHEL are amazed at the trans- 
formation.) 

Patsy (Ai last): You’re not Jennie, 
are you? 

JENNIE (Smiles): Yes, I am. 

Erne: Shelby, either that girl has 
done something to herself, or I’m 
losing my mind. 

Diana: Come on in, Jennie. (JENNIE 
moves to center.) 

Wayne (As he points to JENNIE): 
Diana, do — do you know her? 

SHELBY: Jennie, you didn’t look like 
that when you arrived. 

Drana: Of course she didn’t. I dressed 
Jennie up for the part. 

Wayne: What! 

Erxne.: You — dressed her up — for 
the part? 

Diana (Nods): Just a little scheme 
of mine. 

Suetspy (Jo Diana): What are you 
trying to tell us? 

Wayne: You mean Jennie isn’t em- 
ployed by the Higbee Candy Com- 
pany? 

JENNIE (In a tone of quiet refinement): 
Of course not, Wayne. It was just 
an act. 

Diana: Jennie is a close friend of mine. 
Her home is in Chicago, but she’s 
my house guest this week. 

Wayne (To Diana): I—I don’t un- 
derstand. How did you know that 
I — I entered a contest? 

Diana (Coolly): You made a fatal 
error two weeks ago, Wayne. (Pause) 
You didn’t mail your contest entry 





to the Higbee Candy Company. 
Instead you addressed the envelope 
to me. 

Wayne (Aghast): To you? 

Diana: Of course I opened the en- 
velope. Then I read your entry. 
(Significantly) According to your 
statement, J certainly didn’t fit the 
pattern of the girl of your dreams. 

JENNIE (Jo Wayne): Diana was still 
angry and upset when I arrived 
yesterday. 

Diana: I certainly was. 

JENNIE: She read me your entry, then 
tore it up. (Smiles mischievously) 
Then I consented to play the role 
of the messenger of good news. 

Diana (Coldly): I hope we’ve given 
you some uncomfortable moments, 
Wayne Gordon. You deserve them. 

JENNIE: The entire family has had 
some uncomfortable moments, Di- 
ana. 

ErHe.t (Wrings her hands): Oh, dear 
— oh, dear! 

Drana: Wayne Gordon, if you thought 
you could run my life—if you 
thought I’d ask your permission 
every time I went out of the house— 

Wayne: But Diana — 

Diana: Well, that’s the type of per- 
son you described in your contest 
entry. 

Wayne: But I told you I was all 
wrong. I said I was sorry. I asked 
your forgiveness — 

Diana: You did not! Get your bag 
and hat, Jennie. We’re going home. 
(JENNIE quickly exits at right as 
Diana starts up center.) 

Wayne (Takes a step after Diana): 
Diana — wait — (The doorbell rings 
and DIANA pauses.) 
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Diana (Turning to WayYNE): More 
company? Another girl of your 
dreams, no doubt. 

Erne. (Grimly, as she moves up to 
center door): It had better not be! 

SHELBY: Wayne Gordon, I ought to 
give you away as an award. And 
heaven help the winner! (ETHEL 
opens door at center revealing Mr. 
MircHe.., brief case in hand.) 

MircHe.y (Briskly, as he removes his 
hat): Good afternoon, madam. Is 
this the Gordon residence? 

ETHEL: Y-yes — 

MircHeE i (Enthusiastically, as he steps 
into room): Greetings to one and 
all! (Glances about the room as he 
moves downstage) My, what a large 
and happy family. 

Patsy (Dryly): Ha! Ha! 

MircHe.i: I’m looking for an indi- 
dividual by the name of Wayne 
Gordon. 

SHetBy (Grimly, as he poinis to 
Wayne): There he is. He’s my son. 
And if you're from the F.B.L, 
you’re welcome to him. 

MircHeELL (Steps briskly to WAYNE): 
So you’re Wayne Gordon. (Firmly 
shakes WaYNE’s hand) Glad to know 
you, young man. (Steps quickly to 
table left where he places his brief 
case and begins to open it) Wayne, 
my boy, I’ve some exciting news 
for you today. 

ETHEL: We’ve had enough news around 
here to last a lifetime. 

SHELBY (Stepping forward): See here, 
who are you? 

MircHe.t (Who has now opened brief 
case): Mitchell is my name. I’m 
a field representative for the Higbee 
Candy Company. 





SuHeEiBy: The Higbee Candy — (Sput- 
ters) Mr. Mitchell, kindly do not 
mention that name in this house. 

MitcHeE.i: Ah, but you don’t under- 
stand. (Removes a sheet of paper 
from brief case) Your son has won the 
first prize in our national contest. 

Wayne (Shocked): What! 

SHELBY: First prize? 

Eraen (70 MircHe.y): You can’t fool 
us. You’re just putting on.an act. 

Wayne: But Mr. Mitchell, I couldn’t 
have won. 

MircHeE.i: Didn’t you enter our con- 
test? 

Wayne: Yes — in a way. 

MircHeii: Of course you did. 
you’re the winner. 

Ernet (Loudly): I won’t have it! I 
suppose you forgot to bring the 
award, too, Mr. Mitchell. Well, 
I won’t have you moving in on us 


But — 
And 


for the rest of your life. 
MitTcHEeLL (Annoyed): Madam, please 


control yourself. (Glances at paper 
in his hand, then turns to Wayne) 
Yes, Wayne, your entry was selected 
as the best in the country. 

Diana (Suddenly, to MrrcuHe.y.): But 
that’s impossible. Wayne’s entry 
was destroyed. 

MiTcHeE.i: Young lady, kindly do not 
interrupt. I should know what I’m 
talking about. (Turns to Wayne) 
This is indeed a clever entry, my 
boy. (To SHetpy) You see, Mr. 
Gordon, each contestant wrote a 
statement describing the girl of his 
dreams. And your son constructed 
his entry in the form of a letter. 
He pretended he was writing to an 
imaginary girl by the name of 
Diana. 


Ere: Diana? 

Wayne (Suddenly): You mean my 
entry was a letter to—to Diana? 

MitcHett (Chuckles): Don’t tell me 
you've forgotten! (Zo Erxen and 
SHELBY) It was a wonderful letter. 
Your developed the idea that 
he and his girl friend had had a 
quarrel. In the letter he admitted 
he’d been stubborn and unreason- 
able — and he asked this imaginary 
Diana to forgive him. Then he 
listed all of her good points. 

SHELBY (Trying to figure it out): Now 
wait a minute. You say my son 
wrote a letter of apology to Diana 
and — 

Wayne (As the truth dawns): That’s 
right, Father. I—JI did write the 
letter. (Quickly steps to MircHE.L) 
Mr. Mitchell, may I show that — 
that entry to a friend of mine? 

MircHeit (Hands letter to WAYNE): 
Of course — of course. 

Wayne (Extends letter to Diana): I'd 
like to have you read my — my 
entry. (Drana takes letter. As she 
swiftly scans it, she begins to smile.) 

MrircHeE tt (Jovially) : ’ll bet the young 
lady didn’t know you could write 
a letter like that! 

Diana (At last looks up): No, I—I 
certainly didn’t. (With an under- 
standing smile) It’s a wonderful 
entry, Wayne. It— it changes 
everything. (Steps to MITCHELL; 
hands him the letter) It deserved to 
win, Mr. Mitchell. It’s just the 
kind of a letter a girl would be 
thrilled to receive. 

MircHett (Thoroughly enjoying the 
situation) : And now about the award. 
The company promised it would be 











a surprise, you know. The idea was 
to give the winner something he 
really wanted. So we’ve been check- 
ing up on you, Wayne. We find 
you’ve been looking at every red 
convertible in this town. (Beams) 
So the first thing in the morning 
you'll find a shiny new red con- 
vertible in front of your door. 

Wayne (Eyes shining): Mr. Mitchell! 

Erven (With a little shriek of delight): 
You mean he gets a car instead of — 
of — 

Diana (To hush up Eruen): Mrs. 
Gordon — please — 

SHELBY: Can you beat that! 

Patsy (Begins to giggle): First he 
writes an entry. Then he writes a 
letter. Then he — 

WAYNE (Quickly): Patsy! 

SHELBY (Warningly): That’s enough 
out of you, young lady! 

MircHett (As he steps to table, re- 


places letter and closes brief case): 
I must hurry along. I’m stopping 
overnight at a hotel downtown. 
(Grins at Wayne) But I'll be back 
in the morning with a news photo- 


grapher. We'll want to take some 
shots of you and the new car. 
(Picks up hat and brief case) Good- 
by — goodby, everybody. (Hurries 
upstage to center door, then turns) 
See you in the morning! (Quickly 
exits at center) 

Erne. (After a slight pause): I simply 
can’t understand it. 

SHELBY: Don’t you see, Ethel? Our 
son must have switched envelopes. 
Diana’s letter went to the Higbee 
Company — 


Drana (Smiles): And the candy entry 
was mailed to me. 

SnetBy (Beams): I’ve always said 
that Wayne was the smartest boy 
in this town! 

JENNIE (Enters from right with travel- 
ing bag and hat.): I’m ready, Diana. 

Diana: But Jennie, I’m not angry any 
more. 

JENNIE 
Wayne? 

Diana: Everything’s wonderful — 
perfectly wonderful! (She smiles 
at WAYNE.) 

Patsy (Suddenly steps forward) : Every- 
thing is not wonderful. Wayne 
Gordon, the least you could do is 
buy a bottle of my perfume. 

Wayne: How come? 


(Puzzled): Not angry at 


Patsy: While you were getting ready 
to mail those letters, I sprayed you 
with “Madness.” That’s why you 
got the envelopes mixed up. My 
perfume confused you. 


Wayne (Grins): Patsy, if this is what 
happens to a guy who gets sprayed 
with “Madness,” I’ll take all twenty- 
four bottles. (Parsy gives a little 
shriek of joy, rushes to WAYNE, and 
throws her arms around him.) 

Patsy: Wayne Gordon, do you realize 
you’re being hugged by a woman 
who will soon be wearing — a 
genuine imitation diamond! (Patsy 
gives WAYNE a swift and jubilant 
kiss on the cheek. The others break 
into laughter as the curtain quickly 
falls. ) 


THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


You Don’t Betonc To Ms! 
Characters: 3 male; 4 female. 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Modern dress. Shelby wears a 
gardening outfit. When Jennie first enters 
she wears a large, over-decorative hat, 
dangling earrings, and a cheap, gaudy dress. 
For her second entrance she wears a simple 
summer suit. Patsy is dressed in summer 
play clothes. 


Properties: Cardboard carton containing 
bottles of perfume, one bottle with atom- 
izer, newspaper, magazine, suitcase, brief 
case, sheet of paper. 


Setting: The living room of the Gordon resi- 
dence. There are three entrances: an al- 
cove at right leading to the stairs; a door 
at center which opens onto the front porch; 
a door at left leading to the rest of the 
house. There is a large armchair down- 
stage right, while at left there are two 
smaller chairs, separated by a table. Other 
chairs, tables, lamps, bookcases, etc., com- 
plete the furnishings. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Be My Ghost 


by John Murray 


Characters 
Barry, President of Ghosts, Inc. 
MILLIE, his assistant 
MEG, a midnight visitor 
Frank, her friend 
ALICE 
SopPHIE 
Tom 
ABIGAIL, @ frightened maid 
Breck, the butler 
Mr. Bones 


Time: Late evening, Halloween night. 
Serrine: The den in the Summerfield 
house. 


At Rise: Mec and FRanxK are search- 
ing the den, apparently in haste. 
FRANK plays his flashlight over the 
fireplace as Mea rifles desk drawer 
downstage right. FRANK switches 
light off and joins Mra. 


Meg’s relatives 


Frank: It’s no use, Meg. We're play- 
ing against time. 


Mec: But we have to find it. 
be here some place. 

Frank: O.K. O.K. So, you’re con- 
vinced that your Uncle Henry left a 
later will. So what? At midnight, 
the others will legally inherit his 
estate and you’ll be out of luck. 

Mzc: It isn’t that. I don’t want the 
house. You know how much my 
Uncle Henry loved his work. I — I 
wanted to make this place into a 
museum so we could have a lasting 
exhibit of all these things. (Waves 
hand at various objects) You’re right, 
of course. It is hopeless. 


It must 


Frank: We'd better get out of here. 
If your cousins knew we were snoop- 
ing around, they’d have the law on 
us. 

Mec: I hate to give up. 

Frank (Cautiously): Keep it down. 
They’ll hear you. 

Mee (Determined): I don’t care. I’m 
going to find that will. (FRANK 
cautions her to silence as muffled 
voices are heard offstage.) 

FRANK (Quickly): Someone’s coming. 
Let’s get into the other room. (MEG 
and FRANK exit left. Presently, 
ABIGAIL, escorting BARRY and MIL- 
LIE, enter right.) 

ABIGAIL: Well, this was HIs room. You 
can stay here all you like. (Gazes 
around fearfully) I never could figure 
out you writer folks, anyway. 

Barry: What’s the matter, Abigail? 


ABIGAIL: I don’t know why you want 
to stay in — here. This room’s been 
closed for almost a year. 

Miuure: I understand it was Mr. 
Summerfield’s favorite room. 


ABIGAIL: Yes — and there’s something 
evil about it. I was told that he died 
here — one year ago tonight. Hal- 
loween night it was. And this is 
Halloween! 

MILuiE: We’re not superstitious. 

ABIGAIL: It’s all right to laugh. You'll 
find out. This house — with all those 
heathen things around. I’m going 
to get out. "Twas a sad day I ever 
came here. 





Barry: We’re not frightened. You 
see, we’re ghosts, too. 

Mure: Yes. Ghost writers. 

Barry: We want to do a good article 
on Mr. Summerfield. 

Miuure (Nodding): He was a most 
amazing man. 

ABIGAIL: Humph! The most amazing 
thing is those relations of his! They 
all arrived today, and I can see 
Satan in their eyes. 

Barry: Are they upstairs now? 

ABIGAIL: Yes, and they can stay there, 
for all I care. 

Miu: It was nice of them to let us 
use the house for research. 

ABIGAIL: Maybe you'll be sorry that 
you ever came here. (Walks to exit 
right and turns) This room — this 
house — Oh well; everyone to his 
own liking said the old lady when 
she kissed a cow! (Shakes head sadly 
and extts) 

Miuutie: I’m afraid that Abigail doesn’t 
think we’re right in the head. 

Barry: You know something, Millie? 
Maybe she’s right. I think we 
should have found a more cheerful 
time to start our writing. 

Miuie: Nonsense, Barry. We have a 
deadline to make and every hour is 
important. This room is perfect. 
(Pointing) Look at these things. 
Gathered from every corner of the 
globe. (Thunder is heard offstage.) 

Barry: It would have to start to rain. 

Muu (Laughing): Why, I think the 
big, brave president of Ghosts, Inc., 
is frightened. 

Barry: I never thought the writing 
game would take me to a place like 
this. 


Muuure: But it’s news. The whole 
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world is interested in Henry Sum- 
merfield. Don’t you realize that he 
was a great anthropologist? 

Barry: Realize it? I can’t even say it. 
I’d much rather go upstairs and 
meet his heirs. 

Muu: I leave the entertainment end 
of the business up to you. I have 
work to do. (Places pencils and books 
on desk) 

Barry: And you’re actually serious 
about starting this work tonight? 
Miuure (Nodding): Of course! Don’t 
you realize that I have only three 
days to write this story? Look. The 
editor of the Sunday Feature section 
is interested in the Summerfield 
angle. The old boy’s will goes into 
effect tonight and he wants to run 

this yarn while it’s still big news. 

Barry: Human interest stuff? Written 
right in this house — one year after 
Summerfield’s death! It’s a close 
deadline, though. 

Miu: I’ve already outlined Chapter 
One. 

Barry: Yeah, and it might be the last 
chapter, too! 

Miuutre: I can see that you’re not going 
to be any help. Please leave me 
alone. 

Barry: With pleasure, my little assist- 
ant. I’m anxious to meet the heirs, 
anyway. It’ll be good human interest 
material for the article. 

Miuure: Well, I’ve already met them, 
and I think they’re an impudent 
bunch of snobs. 

Barry: You don’t really know them. 

Miuure: That’s true, but I’m sure 
they’re anxious to get hold of this 
house. 

Barry: It’ll be theirs at midnight. I 





suppose they’ll hold a little celebra- 
tion. 

Miu (Stiffly): | have work to do, 
thank you. 

Barry (Smiling): O.K., Ull take the 
hint. Watch out for the ghosts! 
(Exits right. MILLIE opens her note- 
book and walks around room as though 
studying the objects. Finally, she 
opens closet door at right of fireplace. 
A skeleton, supported on frame, is sus- 
pended in the doorway. MILLIE 
stifles a scream. Slowly, she touches 
skeleton and smiles. She closes door 
and returns to desk and sits down. 
Door left slowly opens and Maka, 
wearing a white sheet, crosses room 
and stands behind Miu. Mere 
places white-draped hand on Mu- 
LIE’s shoulder. MILLIE screams as 
she rises. Mr.uin is about to run 


when she notices the feet on the 


“Ghost.”” Mri then stands de- 
jiantly before Mua.) 

Miu: What’s the big idea? 

Mec: I — was — I — Oh, how did you 
know? 

Miuure: You scared me at first but I 
suddenly realized that ghosts weren’t 
wearing high-heeled pumps this year. 
(Points at Mra’s shoes) Next time, 
you’d better go barefooted or find 
yourself a longer shroud. (Msge@ 
drops sheet and puts it on chair.) Who 
are you? I didn’t meet you upstairs 
with the others. 

Mea: I’m Meg Summerfield. Henry 
Summerfield was my uncle. 

Mi.ure: What’s the idea of the gim- 
mick? (Points to sheet.) 

Mec: I — I wanted to frighten you 
away. (Quickly) Those people up- 
stairs — they want the house for 


themselves. They don’t deserve it! 

Mure: But — 

Mee: This house is mine. Oh, you 
don’t believe me. You’re working 
with them. I’ll show you. I’ll find 
that other will. 

Mutu: The other will? 

Mec: There is another will. I know it. 
Uncle Henry told me about it. 

Miu: I wish you’d tell me about it. 
Even though you came in here look- 
ing like something out of Hamlet, 
I think you’re on the level. 

Mee (Hopefully): Then you know 
about the other will? 

Miture: I don’t think I’m going to 
know my own name in another min- 
ute. Why did you come to this 
house? 

Mec: Uncle Henry’s old will goes into 
effect tonight at midnight. 

Miuure: Yes, I know that. It was 
mentioned in his will that all his 
heirs should take possession tonight. 
It got a big write-up in the papers. 

Mec: But there was another will. A 
later will. You see, I traveled 
abroad with my parents and I didn’t 
know Uncle Henry too well. 

Miure: Yes? 

Mec: When I returned to this country, 
I came to this house and met him. 
Oh, he was a fine man. He loved all 
this work in anthropology, and I 
took pride in it, too. 

Miure (Nodding): He made a name 
for himself. 

Mec: He was generous to schools and 
museums. Finally, he told me that 
he was going to leave all these things 
for a museum, and he wanted me to 
to carry on his work. 





Mute: I understand. 

Mec: He also said that he was going to 
change his will. 

Mure: When was that? 

Mec: The day before he died. That 
day he spent most of the time work- 
ing in here, and I’m sure he changed 
his will. 

Miuture: And then? 

Mec: He died suddenly that night. 
Halloween. One year ago. Naturally, 
his lawyer had only the old will — 
and everything was left to the 
others. It isn’t the way that Uncle 
Henry wanted it. That’s why we 


must find the new will. 

Muuie: We? (Mxc nods, crosses room, 
and opens door left. FRANK enters.) 
Mec: This is Frank Leighton, my 

friend. (They greet each other.) 
Miuure (Jo Frank): Where’s your 
shroud? (FRANK smiles.) 


Frank: I suppose that Meg has told 
you everything. I think she should 
give up this whole business. 

Miuute: Well, I don’t know. My boss, 
Barry Craig, told me to meet the 
other relatives so I could get permis- 
sion to use this room. I didn’t think 
much of them. They’re upstairs now 
waiting for the stroke of twelve so 
they can pounce on the house. 
(FRANK glances at wrist watch.) 

Frank: It’ll be theirs soon. It’s about 
eleven-thirty now. 

Mec: What can we do? (7'o MILLIz) 
Oh, please help us. 

Muu (Slowly): I hope you told me 
the truth. 

Mec (Desperately) : It is the truth. You 
must believe me. 

Mite: Well, I don’t know. You cer- 
tainly seem anxious enough to find 


this new will now. Why did you 
wait a whole year before seeking 
help? Couldn’t you have turned 
this report into the police when your 
uncle died? 

Mec: The police! Who would believe 
me? Oh, I knew about the missing 
will but I had no proof unless I could 
uncover the will. I thought about 
going to the police, but Frank dis- 
couraged me. 

Frank: That’s right! I knew that we 
had to find the new will before the 
police would listen to us. This 
whole Summerfield business has 
drawn nation-wide attention, and 
there are always crackpots plaguing 
the police with false reports. No, 
we had to find the will before we 
could speak to anyone. 

Miuuie: The papers might have lis- 
tened to your story. 

Mec: I thought of that, too. I received 
a firm, polite letter from the editor of 
the city paper. He told me that he 
couldn’t run the chance of a libel 
suit by printing my story about the 
new will before it was uncovered. 

Frank: And I think we should forget 
the whole thing. (To Miu) I 
don’t blame you for not believing us, 
either. 

MiuutE: I still don’t like those heirs. 
(Suddenly) I may be wrong, but I’m 
going to take a long chance. Yes! 
I believe you! (Jo Mea) I think 
you're playing it straight. 

Mec: Thank you! 

Miuutr: Don’t thank me. The will is 
still missing. It’ll be practically im- 
possible to find anything in here. Is 
there any particular place he might 
have hidden it? 





Mee: I don’t know. He worked in 
this room the day before he died. 
Muute: Then it’s an even chance that 

it might still be here. 

Mec: But where? It would take hours 
to search all these things. I wouldn’t 
know where to start. 

Mitre: Well, we’d better get busy. 
Three heads are better than one. 
(Pointing left.) You kids take that 
room and I’ll search in here. (FRANK 
and Mra exit left. Mure shakes 
head.) How do I get involved in 
these things? (Glances around and 
opens closet door. She regards skeleton 
in doorway.) You won’t be able to 
help me! (MILLIE is about to close 


door when skeleton, Mr. Bonss, stirs 
slightly.) 

Mr. Bonss: Oh, I wouldn’t say that. 
(MILLIE stares at Mr. Bonss, trans- 
fixed.) Well, aren’t you going to in- 


vite me out of this stuffy closet? 
(Steps forward, glances around) No, 
this room hasn’t changed at all. 
(MILLIE rubs eyes in amazement.) 

Miu: It can’t be happening. 

Mr. Bonss: Oh, pull yourself together, 
my girl! Haven’t you ever seen a 
skeleton before? 

Miuuie: I—I never met the talking 
kind. (Calling) Meg! Meg! 

Mr. Bonsgs: Please don’t create a fuss. 

Mi.uie: What do you want? 

Mr. Bonss: I’d like to talk to you. 

Miu: To me? 

Mr. Bones: Oh, yes. (Chuckling) It’s 
an amazing thing what one can 
learn after hanging in a closet for 
years. I’ve heard many interesting 
conversations in this room. 

Muu: How did you get here? 

Mr. Bonss: I owe it all to Mr. Sum- 


merfield. He gathered my mortal 
remains in Mesopotamia and I have 
him to thank for my reconstruction. 

Mute: In Mesopotamia? 

Mr. Bonsgs (Nodding): Yes — on one 
of his expeditions. It was a great 
nuisance for him to transport me 
here. Really, I owe him a great 
debt of gratitude. 

Mruuie: You can’t be real. 

Mr. Bones: Nonsense! 
ghost, too! 

Muue: I’m a ghost writer. I’m doing 
an article on Mr. Summerfield. 

Mr. Bonss: Ghost writer! Mesopo- 
tamian ghost! It’s really the same. 
We're both ghosts. (Pinches Mi.- 
LIE’s arm) You’re a little more sub- 
stantial, of course. 

Minure (Jnsistently): What do you 
want? 

Mr. Bonss: I’m going to help you. 

Miu: Help me? 

Mr. Bonss: Well, I’m going to help 
that poor girl, Meg. She was quite 
devoted to her uncle. 

Miuure: You help her? 
exist! 

Mr. Bones (Surprised): This is Hal- 
loween. This is my night to howl. 
(Places hands preparing to make a 
cat-call.) Would you like to hear me 
howl? 

Minuie (Quickly): No, thank you! 

Mr. Bones: Then we'd better get 
down to business. Meg realizes that 
another will exists. 

MinuiE: Yes — but how did you know? 

Mr. Bongs: Oh, I use my head. (Sud- 
denly) Quiet! I can’t stand here too 
long. Frightfully drafty, you know. 

Miututie: And there is another will? 

Mr. Bonss (Nodding): Mr. Summer- 


You’re a 


You don’t 





field left a duly executed will the 
night he died. (Proudly) I watched 
the transaction myself. (Points to 
closet) 

Mie: Where is the will now? 

Mr. Bonss: We'll come to that later. 
First of all, we must get rid of those 
pesky relatives. 

MILuE: But how? 

Mr. Bones: Oh, I have persuasive 
methods. 

Muu: That I can believe! 

Mr. Bonzs: It is important to get 
them into this room. Oh, yes! You’d 
better call that new girl, Abigail, 
and Breck, too. 

Mutui8: Breck? 

Mr. Bonss: Yes. 
looking butler. 

Miu: I met him. He gives me the 
creeps. (Suddenly) What are you 
going to do? 

Mr. Bones: Leave that to me. Call 
them now. It’s almost midnight. 
(Steps back into a closet and resumes 
position on frame.) Ghost writer, 
indeed! (Closes door. MILuik stands 
transfixed for a moment. She sud- 
denly breaks the spell.) 

Mi.uie (Calling loudly): Barry! Meg! 
Somebody! Anybody! (Barry, fol- 
lowed by Auice, Sopute and Tom, 
the relatives, and ABIGAIL and BRECK 
enter right. FRANK and MEG enter 
hurriedly left. Mune is surprised when 
she sees relatives.) 

Barry: What’s the matter? (ALICE 
and Sopuie regard Mzc coldly.) 

Auice: What are you doing here, Meg? 

Mec: I have a perfect right to be here, 
Alice. This is still Uncle’s house. 

Sopuis: It won’t be after midnight. It 
will belong to us. 


He’s the repulsive 


Mse: Don’t be too sure about that, 
Sophie. And you, Tom! Uncle al- 
ways liked you. How could you pos- 
sibly wait to pounce on the house 
like a buzzard? 

Tom: I have a good claim to the place. 
Uncle left it to ws in his will. (M1L- 
LIE waves hand.) 

MiuuiE: Please be quiet — all of you! 
(To Sorpure) I agree with Meg. I 
think you’re terribly mean to wait 
for the stroke of midnight so that 
you can get the house. 

Sopuie: I don’t think it’s any of your 
business. 

Autce: Of course not! We were gener- 
ous enough to let you use this room 
for your work. I think you’d better 
leave. 

Tom: I second the motion. 

Muu: I'll leave — but I have some- 
thing to say to all of you. There is 
another will, and I’m determined to 
find it. 

Barry: What are you talking about? 

Muu: Please, Barry. It’s hard to ex- 
plain. I am convinced that there is 
a later will — hidden in this room! 

Tom: Ridiculous! 

Sopuie: Meg put her up to say that. 

Autce: I won’t listen to such nonsense. 

Miuurrz (To Breck): Did Mr. Sum- 
merfield ever mention another will 
to you? 

Breck: No, Miss. He didn’t discuss 
such affairs with me. 

Miu: What about you, Abigail? 

Axicatiu: Faith! I didn’t know Mr. 
Summerfield. 

Mute: You didn’t know him? 

AxicalL: Oh, no! I came to this house 
two weeks after his death. There 
was another housekeeper before me. 





Miuie: What happened to the other 
woman, Breck? 

Bresk (Quickly): She — 
shortly after his death. 
Minuie (Musing): Now, that’s very 

strange. 

Barry (Angrily): I wish you'd tell me 
what all this means. 

Mite: It means that I’m convinced 
that Mr. Summerfield made another 
will at the time of his death. (Points 
to Mra) This is Meg, his niece. She 
said that Mr. Summerfield decided 
to leave this house as a museum. 

AuIcEe: You can’t prove that. 

Barry (Nodding): It seems pretty 
sketchy to me. 

MuuulE: Don’t worry — I can prove it. 
(Walks to closet) This is crazy, I 
know, but maybe you'll believe me 
after you’ve seen it. (Opens door) 
He told me about the will. (Points 
to skeleton. Everyone stares dismayed. 
Mr. Bones remains upon platform.) 

Tom: If this is some kind of game — 

Auice: What on earth — ? 

Barry (Mopping forehead): Oh, gosh! 
I knew this writing racket was too 
tough for you. 

Miuuez (Defianily): His name is Mr. 
Bones and he comes from Mesopo- 
tamia. (T'urns to skeleton) Oh, Mr. 
Bones; please come out! (BARRY 
closes door.) 

Barry: I think you’d better get a little 
rest. 

Mixuie: But you have to believe me! 

Barry (Gently): Oh, of course we be- 
lieve you. We also believe in Santa 
Claus and Fairy Godmothers and 
Peter Rabbit. 

Mute: Barry! Be serious! 

Barry (Loudly): Look who’s talking! 


she left 


(Turns to group) I'm sorry. My 
partner doesn’t seem to be herself 
tonight. I’ll get her back to town. 
(To Mea and Frank) You’d better 
forget this whole business. Some- 
body else might hear talking skele- 
tons, too. 

Muiuure: Barry Craig! I’m not going to 
leave this house until I get to the 
bottom of this thiny. 

SopHie (Angrily): Vve stood enough 
for one night. I’m going upstairs. 
Auice: And I’m going, too. (To 
Minium, Mec, FRANK and Barry) 
I expect you to be out of this house 
in the morning. (Nods indignantly. 
AuIcE, Tom, SopHig, BrREcK and 
ABIGAIL exit right. As ABIGAIL exits, 
she casts distrusting look at MILLIE 

and the closet.) 

Barry: Well, you’ve done it. This was 
the best assignment I had in years 
and you muffed our chance. We'll 
never be able to finish that Sum- 
merfield story now. 

MiuuiE: I don’t care about the old 
story. I know what I know — and 
Mr. Bones told me about the other 
will. 

Mea: Please, Millie — it’s hard to 
believe. 

Mixture: Look! I’m a pretty level- 
headed girl. I wasn’t frightened 
when you walked in draped in that 
sheet. 

Mec: Well, no — 

Miuuuim: Then why should I go to 
pieces now? 

FRANK: Maybe someone played a joke 
on you. 

Miuutie: It was no joke. The skeleton 
walked out of that closet and spoke, 
just as I’m speaking to you now. 
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Barry: I hope he made more sense. 

Miuure (Strongly): And I’m going to 
find that will! 

Barry: Don’t you realize it will be 
midnight in fifteen minutes? A 
talking skeleton won’t be able to 
help you in that time. 

Miute: Please leave me alone. (T7'o 
Mzec) Take him inside and tell him 
some more about your uncle. Maybe 
he’ll listen to reason then. I’m going 
to stay here. 

Barry: If you see any more skeletons, 
just call us. (Msc, Frank and 
Barry exit left. Mi.urE opens closet 
door, and Mr. Bonss stands framed 
in doorway.) 

Miiize: You certainly were a big dis- 
appointment. (Mr. Bones steps 
out of the closet.) 

Mr. Bonss: My dear girl! No one be- 
lieves in talking skeletons this year. 
Absolutely no one! 

Miuiure: Everyone thinks that I’m 
crazy. 

Mr. Bonss: That is a matter of con- 
jecture. You are very brave, though. 
When I show myself, people usually 
go to pieces. 

Miu: I don’t know who you are or 
what you are, but you can tell me a 
lot. You said that you were certain 
about the other will. 

Mr. Bonss: Yes. 

Miu (Helplessly): Can’t you simply 
produce it? 

Mr. Bonss: I think that would be 
highly unethical. You must find it 
yourself. What would happen in 
court if it were proven that the will 
were given to you — by a skeleton? 
(Shakes head) No, my dear. I have 
to act through you as a medium. 
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Miuure: A medium? 

Mr. Bonszs: Yes. You'll make a per- 
fect medium. You will find the will. 
Those wretched heirs will be dis- 
persed, and I will have a permanent 
resting place for the rest of my im- 
mortal days. 

Mutare: What can I do? There’s so 
little time. 

Mr. Bonss (Slowly): I think you for- 
got a most important thing. 

Miu: What? 

Mr. Bonss (Slyly): You must not 
overlook the problem — of the 
WITNESSES! 

Mite: The witnesses? 

Mr. Bones (Quickly): I can say no 
more. Right now, I have other work 
to do. Those people have probably 
settled down for a peaceful night in 
this house. We can’t have that at 
all, can we? (Jogs to right exit) Don’t 
forget the witnesses. And use your 
head. (Points to skull) I’ve always 
used mine! (Exits) 

Miture: Now what did he mean? 
(Barry enters left.) 

Barry: Are you talking to yourself 
now? 

Minuze (Slowly): No — I was just 
wondering what Mr. Bones meant — 
(Quickly) — Oh, you don’t believe 
me, anyway! 

Barry: I want to get back to town. 

Miture: You are the most stubborn — 

Barry (Exploding): Stubborn! I won’t 
believe in a talking skeleton and she 
calls me stubborn! 

Miuurre (Simply): I spoke to Mr. 
Bones again. 

Barry: Not again! 

Muu: Yes. He’s upstairs now. He’s 
going to visit the heirs. 





Barry: That’s silly. Who ever heard 
of a string of bones visiting anyone? 


MILE: Well, he said he was going 
upstairs and — (SopHin’s scream is 
heard offstage.) He probably visited 
Sophie already. (Nods emphatically. 
Barry looks perplexed.) Now, do 
you believe me? He’ll get the others, 
too. (Another sharp scream is heard 
offstage. Mi.ui1e nods again.) That 
would be Alice. 


Barry: I'd better get upstairs. 
Miuure: Watch out for Mr. Bones! 


Barry: I still don’t believe your story, 
but I’m playing it safe. (Hxits right. 
In a moment, a hoarse, masculine 
shout ts heard.) 

Miuure (Slowly): And that’s Tom. 
Well, that takes care of everyone. 
(Mr. Bonss enters right.) 


Mr. Bones (Happily): Oh, it’s been a 
wonderful night! 

MILLIE: You made the rounds? 

Mr. Bonss: It was remarkable. Oh, I 
haven’t had such fun since the old 
days in Mesopotamia. 

MituiE: Didn’t you see my boss? He 
just left. 

Mr. Bones: No, I came down the back 
stairway. I saw him before, though. 
A most likable young man. 

Miu (Disgruntled): Yes, I think so, 
too. (Quickly) But that’s not finding 
the will. 

Mr. Bones (Listening at door right): 
Ah, someone’s coming! We shall 
have results at last. (Steps into closet 
and closes door. Aticr, Sopuie, Tom, 
Barry, ABIGAIL and Breck enter 
right. It is apparent that Auicer, 
Sopure and Tom have dressed very 
hurriedly. Sopute dabs at face with a 


towel. Breck is the only calm mem- 
ber of the group.) 

Tom (Jo Miture): We don’t know 
what you’re up to, but we’re going to 
call the police. 

MiuutE: I haven’t done anything. 

Barry (Defensively): No, she was with 
me when we heard all the commotion. 

Muuie: What happened? 

Sopuie: I — I was putting cold cream 
on my face, and some dreadful thing 
barged in, grabbed the jar, and began 
to daub the cream in my eyes and 
hair. (Rubs eyes) Oh, it was horrible! 
(MILLIE suppresses grin.) 

Auice: I saw it, too! It floated into my 
room as I was getting ready for bed. 

Mie: Yes? 

Auice: It — it tickled my toes! 

Tom: You’re lucky. I was getting 
washed and that thing — whatever 
it was — dunked my head under the 
faucet. It tried to drown me! 
(Suspiciously) Where’s Meg? 

Mitutig: I’ll get her. 

Sopuis: I bet she knows something 
about this. (MILure ezits left.) 

AsicaiIL: There’s evil in this house. 
(Breck looks at her sternly. MILLIE 
returns with Mec and FRANK.) 

ALIcE (Accusingly): It was you, Meg! 

Mee: I don’t know what you’re talking 
about. 

Frank: Why should she try to harm 
you? 

Asiaal: I’m leaving this house in the 
morning. 

Barry: Wait a minute! We’re not get- 
ting any place. There must be an 
answer to all this. 

Sopuie: I don’t care! I don’t want to 
sleep here tonight! I don’t want the 
old inheritance. 





Auice: Neither do I! (Jo Mra) You 
can make this place into a museum or 
whatever you like. 

Tom (Emphatically): That goes double 
for me! 

Breck (Nervously): I beg your pardon, 
but it was the master’s intention 
that his heirs should share this house. 

Mec: That’s not true. 

Barry (Slowly): Yes, Breck; why are 
you so interested in this place? 

Breck: I have no interest. 

Miure: If this house became a 
museum, you'd have to leave. If the 
heirs accepted the house, you’d 
probably remain here. 

Tom: That’s right. I already asked 
Breck to help us out. 

Barry (70 Breck): Is it possible that 
you know something about a new 
will? 

Breck: A new will? Sir — 


Barry: There is a new will, and you 


haven’t been able to find it. Mr. 
Summerfield hid it to keep it from 
falling into your hands. 

Breck: I won’t listen to this. 

Barry: Yes, I think you will. First of 
all, Abigail wasn’t in this house a 
year ago. 

AsicaiL (Nodding): It was an evil day 
I first set eyes on it! 

Barry: The other housekeeper left. 
Why? 

Breck: I really couldn’t say. 

Mec: I understand that she’d been 
with Uncle Henry for twenty-five 
years. 

Barry: Isn’t it rather odd that she 
should leave so hurriedly after his 
death? 

Breck: The housekeeper’s business 
was no concern of mine. 


Barry: I think it was. She knew 
about the other will, too! 

Mixture (7'o Barry): What are you 
getting at? 

Barry: Look — she knew about the 
will. So did Breck. They had to 
know about the will. They were 
here with Mr. Summerfield that last 
day. If there was a new will, it had 
to be valid. Old Summerfield was a 
shrewd man. He would have never 
made a will that would not have 
stood up in court. 

Miiure (Suddenly): And Breck and 
the former housekeeper witnessed 
the will! Of course! That’s what 
Mr. Bones meant. 

Barry: I don’t know what you’re talk- 
ing about, but there had to be two 
witnesses to make a valid will. (T7'o 
Breck) That’s why you sent the 
housekeeper away. You probably 
offered her a handsome bonus, and 
she wouldn’t be here to tell anyone 
about the other will. 

Sopuie: It can’t be true. 

Auice (Slowly): We thought that Meg 
had made up all that nonsense about 
the will because she wanted the house. 

Tom: If Uncle Henry meant this house 
for another purpose, I wouldn’t 
touch it. 

Barry: And Breck was determined 
that no one else should know about 
the will, But Mr. Summerfield 
fooled him. He hid the will. (To 
Breck) That must have given you a 
hard time. You had no chance to 
destroy the second will. 

Breck (Smugly): Are you forgetting 
that you haven’t found another will? 
(Glances at watch) It’s just a few 
minutes to twelve. 





MiuiE: Well, it’s a safe chance that 
you searched all the outward surfaces 
of this room. There’s no sense going 
through all these things. (Stops sud- 
denly and snaps fingers. She opens 
closet door.) But there’s one place 
you didn’t look. (MILLIE steps be- 
hind skeleton and apparently extracts 
envelope from base of skull. Nore: 
MILLIE can have envelope in pocket of 
dress and create the effect of extracting 
envelope from skeleton’s head. MULE 
waves envelope triumphantly and closes 
door.) The will! (Everyone gathers 
around as Barry takes legal paper 
out of envelope. He reads it briefly.) 

Barry: Yes, this is the new will. Wit- 
nessed by Mary Appleton and — 
Thomas Breck! Henry Summerfield 
voided all outstanding wills and 
bequeathed the house and its hold- 
ings for the purpose of a city museum. 
(To Breck) I guess this is proof 
enough. 

Breck (Shakily): I — I didn’t want 
anyone to find the will. (Jmploringly) 
I couldn’t leave this house. It’s been 
my only home. I didn’t want anyone 
to take it away. 

Barry: And what about Mrs. Apple- 
ton? 

Breck: Mrs. Appleton is dead. She 
was never too strong, and she died 
shortly after she left the house. I 
received word from the nursing home 
where she died, and it was then that 
I decided that no one else should 
know about the will. (Hangs head 
dejectedly.) I — I took a desperate 
chance. I did wrong. (Pauses and 
sighs) You — may call the police. 

Barry: No, Breck. This is a family 
affair. (To Tom) I guess this will 
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proves that Meg was right. 

Auice: I’m glad! 

Sopuie: Of course. We'll respect 
Uncle’s wishes. 

Tom: I’m tired of loafing around, any- 
way. It’s time that I found a job. 

Auice (To Mra): And I guess we 
treated you pretty shabbily. 

Sopuie: Yes, we’re terribly sorry. 

Mec: It’s all right. I can see now. 
You didn’t know about the new will 
and you thought that I wanted the 
house. 

Barry: When Mr. Summerfield made 
the will, he probably decided to give 
‘it to his lawyer the following day. 
He hid it in that skeleton and — 
well — he died shortly after that. 
(BRECK nods.) 

Tom: Let’s get upstairs where we can 
talk this over. (70 Breck) And you’d 
better come, too. It’s possible that. 
the city might need a caretaker at 
the new museum. 

Breck: You — you’d do that for me? 

Sopute (Nodding): You did a wrong 
thing, but I think you’ll make it up. 
(Sopuin, Tom, Atice, Mec, FRANK 
and Breck exit right. ABIGAIL 
watches Barry and MILuie for a 
moment and glances at closet door.) 

AsIGaIL: What am I doing here? Wait 
for me! (Exits right hurriedly) 

Barry: And now, young lady, you 
have a little explaining to do. 

MIuie ([nnocently): Me? 

Barry: How did you know where to 
look for the will? 

Miture: Oh, I suddenly remembered 
something that Mr. Bones had said. 

Barry (Helplessly): Mr. Bones again! 

Miu: It’s silly, I know, but he told 
me to use my head. He said that he 





always used his head! I was pretty 
desperate, and I realized that he 
might have been trying to give me a 
message. (BARRY shakes head.) 


room. She smiles at BARRY and exits. 
Barry walks to desk and picks up 
notebook and pencil. Mr. BONES 
walks forward slowly and finally 


Barry: I don’t know how you did it. 
(Takes her arm) You're not going to 
write a single word tonight. 

Miuuze: Aren’t you proud of me? 


stands behind him. As Barry turns, 
he sees Mr. Bones.) 
Mr. Bonss (Placidly): Good evening. 
Barry (Calmly) : Good evening. (Turns 


(Closet door slowly opens and Mr. 
Bonss steps forward.) 

Barry: I think you’re a funny kid. 
(Shudders) Get out of here! I’ll get 
your notebook. Abigail’s right. I'll 
start hearing those talking skeletons 
in a minute. (NorE: MILLIE does not 
see Mr. Bones in the shadows of the 


and prepares to exit. Barry suddenly 
becomes transfixed and stands in 
statue-like fashion. After a moment, 
he runs offstage, horrified. Mr. 
Bonss laughs raucously, does a little 
jig as curtain falls.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Be My Guost 
Characters; 5 male, 5 female. 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: ode, eee, dress. Apron for 


Abigail, butler’s orm for Breck, tight- 
fitting skeleton outfit for Mr. Bones. 


Properties: Flashlight for Frank, pencils and 
books for Millie, sealed envelope and papers. 


Setting: The den in the Summerfield house. 
Entrances are located right and left. Fire- 
place is located u e center and there is 
a closet door to right of fireplace. Window 
is located left. Furnishings consist of 
trophies, mounted animals and birds, war 
objects and general articles of interest to an 
explorer. Desk, table and lamp are located 


downstage right. 


Lighting: Dim lighting is favored to create 


the desired effect. 





Middle Grades 





When Do We Eat? 


by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 


Characters 
Rap Jonss, Father 
Myra Jones, Mother 
HvusBeErt 
MOLLY 
SYLVIA 
Miss PARKER 
Miss REED 
Mrs. BaTEs 

Time: A weekday. Late in the afternoon. 

Serrine: The Jones living room in the 
midst of housecleaning. The straight 
chairs and small tables in the room are 
placed in disorder and piled high with 
books, knicknacks, etc. A short step- 
ladder stands upstage left. A broom, 
pails, and cleaning paraphernalia are 
in evidence. 

Ar Rise: Myra Jonss,- Mother, wear- 
ing an old housedress and a cloth 
pinned around her head, is kneeling 
by sofa just finishing stretching on the 
slip cover. HuBERT, nine years old, 
runs in left. He holds a covered glass 
jar in his hand. Inside can be seen a 
large moth. 

Husert: Look, Mom, a Polyphemus. 
And is it a beauty! 

Moruer (Without looking up): Is it, 
dear? Hubert, have you finished 
cleaning that rug? 

Husert: Sure, and it’s all rolled up. 
Shall I drag it in? 

Moruer (Rising): I should say not. 
This floor has to be waxed first. 


their children 


S teachers 


What in the world have you got in 
that jar? 

Husert (Holding up jar): I told you. 
It’s a Telea Polyphemus, commonly 
known as the Polyphemus Moth. 

Moruer: A moth! Hubert, you take it 
right out of here. 

Husert: Oh, Mom, the kind that eat 
clothes — the kind you’re after — 
are Tinea Pellionella. This is a Poly- 
phemus. 

Moruer: Hubert, where in the world 
do you get all those long names? But 
poly—or pelli—whatever it is, don’t 
you dare let it out of that jar. 

Husert: Gee, no, Mom, I want to 
show it to Miss Parker. We’re mak- 
ing a collection for school. Miss 
Parker says the life and habits of 
moths are very interesting. She’s a 
swell teacher. And say, Mom, I saw 
a moth in the basement and I want 
to catch it to show Miss Parker. Do 
I have to help any more with the 
cleaning? 

Moruer: Well, I can’t think of any 
other job right now so I suppose you 
may as well hunt moths. 

Hupert (Starting left): Thanks, Mom. 
I’ve got to get them today. And I 
guess you're about done cleaning 
anyhow. (He runs out left.) 

Moruer (Shaking her head): Done! 
That boy has no idea of houseclean- 
ing. (Then going left and calling) 





Sylvia, hurry! I want you to help 
me with the curtains. (She moves lad- 
der near window and is about to take a 
step up when Mo.ty, aged eleven, 
enters right, reading a book.) 

Mo ty: Hi, Mom. 

Moruer: Molly, you’re late. 

Mo ty: Oh, Mom, I had to stop after 
school and get this book from the 
library. Look — Manners and What 
They Mean. Miss Reed said we 
should read it. 

Moruer: Well, for goodness sake, 
don’t read it now. Hurry upstairs 


and get into your blue jeans. And 
tell your sister to hurry. 

Mo tty (Putting book on a table): Oh, 
all right. (Starting left) I just saw 
Mrs. Bates coming up the street. 
Do you suppose she’s coming here? 

Moruer: Oh, I hope not. (Mo.tiy 


exits left. The doorbell rings. MorHErR 
looks right, brushes her hands on dress, 
and then goes right. Near door, she 
beckons with her arm.) Come in, Mrs. 
Bates. Come in. (Mrs. Batss en- 
ters right. She is a brisk, talkative 
little woman. ) 

Mrs. Bates: Oh dear, I guess I’ve 
come at a bad time, Mrs. Jones. 
You’re housecleaning. 

Moruer (Trying to be friendly): Well, 
I — I am busy but if you don’t mind 
the mess — 

Mrs. Bates: Well, I won’t stay long. 
(But she crosses and is about to sit on 
chair right when Moruenr stops her.) 

Moruer: Oh, you can’t sit down. 
(Mrs. Bates stops, looks surprised. 
Then MoTuER goes on.) They’re wet 
— the slip covers, I mean. I just 
finished washing them and stretched 
them back on. 


Mrs. Bates: Oh — well, I won’t stay 
a minute. But I felt I just had to 
stop in. You weren’t at the PTA 
meeting yesterday. (MorHER picks 
up a duster and tries to keep on work- 
ing.) 

Moruer: No, I was just too busy with 
the housecleaning. 

Mrs. Bares: Well, you certainly 
missed an argument. Mrs. Slater 
brought up the matter of entertain- 
ing the new teachers again. She says 
we’ve got to take turns having Miss 
Parker and Miss Reed. 

Moruer: Does she, indeed? Well, I 
intend to invite them when the 
house is clean. 

Mrs. Barss: I want to have them too. 
But I don’t like being told when. 
Just because Mrs. Slater is the pres- 
ident, she thinks she can dictate to 
us. She’s making out a schedule. 

Moruer: Well, I don’t like that. Of 
course, we all want to have them — 
they’re such nice girls and we want 
to get to know them better. 

Mrs. Bares: Yes, and they’re away 
from home—and it’s up to us 
mothers to show our appreciation 
for all they’re doing. 

Moruer: You do hear such nice things 
about them from everyone. 

Mrs. Bares: And the children like 
them so much. 

Moruer: Yes — and they’re doing so 
much for the children. They have so 
many new ideas. Why, we didn’t 
even know Hubert had a high IQ un- 
til Miss Parker discovered it. 

Mrs. Bares (Clicking her tongue): A 
high IQ — think of that — right in 
your own family. How does Hubert 
take it? 





Moruer: Oh, just as a matter of 
course. And it’s a little disconcerting 
sometimes, but Miss Parker says 
it’s nothing to worry about. 

Mrs. Bares: Well, I’m sure she’d 
know. She’s got that special degree. 
She’s a Ph. something. 

Moruer: And so’s Miss Reed. 

Mrs. Bates: I know. I hear Miss 
Reed is wonderful with the girls. 

Moruer: Yes. Both my girls have a 

Pispocit etiquette class with her, on 
neatness and good grooming and 

B® manners. 

Mrs. Bares: Well, it’s wonderful to 
have such up-to-date teachers. But 
that’s one thing that worries me a 
little — about entertaining them. 

Moruer: What do you mean? 

Mrs. Barns: Well, you should hear 
Mrs. Slater talk — she’s already had 
them, you know. And the way she 
goes on — candles on the table and 
she got out her special silver coffee 
service — why, it sounded like a 
formal dinner. 

Moruer: Well, they certainly won’t 
get anything like that here. But at 
least the house will be clean. (MoLLY 
enters left wearing blue jeans and 
shirt.) 

Motty: O.K., Mom, where do I start 
slaving? Oh, hello, Mrs. Bates. 

Mrs. Bares: Hello, Molly. Well, I 
mustn’t keep your mother any 
longer. I know she wants to get 
busy. 

Moruer: I’m sorry, Mrs. Bates, but I 
really do have to keep going. 

Mrs. Barss: Of course, I understand. 
(She starts right.) But I did want, to 
tell you about that meeting yester- 
day. I suppose we’ll soon be hearing 
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from Mrs. Slater about when we’re 
scheduled to have the teachers. 

Moruer: Well, she better not ask me 
to have them this week. 

Mouty: But, Mom, we want to have 
Miss ,Reed some time. 

Moruer: I know, dear. And Hubert is 
anxious to have Miss Parker, too. 
But I’m not going to be dictated to 
by Mrs. Slater or anyone else. 

Mrs. Bares: I feel the same way. 
Well, goodbye. 

Moruer: Goodbye, and do stop in 
again when we’re straightened up. 
Mrs. Bates: Thank you. (She goes out 

right.) 

Moruer: Now, Molly, you can fold up 
the curtains as I take them down. 
(She starts to climb ladder but stops as 
Sytvia, about thirteen, comes in left. 
She wears a neat school dress.) Sylvia, 
aren’t you ready for work yet? I 
thought I told you to change your 
clothes. 

Sytvia: I’m ready, Mom. My blue 
jeans are so filthy I just couldn’t 
put them on. And besides, Miss 
Reed says neatness isn’t just for 
special occasions. One can look neat 
while working, too. 

Moruer: Miss Reed says — Sylvia, it 
used to be that I couldn’t get you to 
take your blue jeans off and now I 
can’t get you to put them on. 
(Mo. Ly has wandered over and picked 
up her book and is looking at it.) 

Sytv1a: Honest, Mom, I’ll feel more 
comfortable working this way. And 
I don’t know how you can stand that 
old rag wrapped around your head. 

Moruer: It keeps the dust out of my 
hair. (Pointing to pail) Now, get 
some hot water from the kitchen — 





put some of that new detergent in — 
and you can start washing these 
window frames when I’m through 
with the ladder. 

Sytv1a (Picking up pail): Washing 
window frames— ugh! (She starts 
left.) And where’s Hubert? I sup- 
pose his high IQ gets him out of such 
menial things as housecleaning. 

Moruer: Nothing of the sort. Hubert 
has already done his share. He 
cleaned the rug, so no more com- 
plaining. 

Sytv1a (Going off left): Oh, all right. 

Moruer (Turning toward Mouiy who 
is about to sit down with her book): 
Molly, don’t you dare sit down. 
Those slip covers are wet. 

Mo tty (Straightening up): But Mom, 
isn’t there anywhere to sit down in 
this house? The dining room chairs 
are still sticky. 


Moruer: I know. That varnish your 
father used is supposed to be quick- 
drying, but it’s certainly taking a 
long time. Anyhow, it doesn’t mat- 
ter right now. None of us has time 


to sit down. Or to read books, 
either. Put it away, Molly. 
Motiy: But Mom, Miss Reed says 
this etiquette book is important. 
Moruer: Just at the moment, I don’t 
care what Miss Reed says. I say 
come here and help me with these 
curtains. (She starts up ladder and 
unhooks curtain. Mo.ry puts book 
down and takes curtain from MorHer. 
She folds it and puts it on top of some 
books. Sytvt1a enters left with pail of 
water and rag. MoTHER moves ladder 
to other side of window and goes up.) 
You can get up here as soon as I 
get down, Sylvia. I’m sure you'll 
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splash your dress with that water. 

Sytvra: Maybe I will, Mom, and I 
want to look nice for dinner. Maybe 
I'd better wait till after we eat to 
wash the window frames. Miss Reed 
says it’s most important to look neat 
at meals. 

Mouiy (As she takes curtain from 
Moruer and folds it on top of other 
one): She’s right, Mom. And 
couldn’t we have candles on the 
table? Candles lend a festive air. 

Moruer: Candles indeed! I’ve heard 
enough about candles for one day. 
(Getting off ladder) And _ besides, 
we’re not having dinner tonight. 

Sytvra: Not having dinner? 

Moruer: No, I told your father that 
the floor would be ready for him to 
wax when he got home. We'll all 
work till this room is finished and 
then get cleaned up and he can take 
us out somewhere. (FATHER enters 
right. He carries a paper bundle and 
a full paper bag.) 

Faruer: Hello, family, here I am. 

Moruer: Ralph, I’m so glad. Now we 
can get the floor waxed. 

Syiv1a (Putting down her pail of water 
and pointing at Faruer): Dad, do 
you mean to say that you wore that 
old hat to work? 

FatuHer (Smiling): I haven’t said any- 
thing about it. (He puts his packages 
on top of pile of books on chair, yanks 
off hat and looks at it.) What’s the 
matter with my hat? I’ve had it for 
years. 

Sytvia: And it looks like it. Miss Reed 
says people are often judged by their 
appearance. 

Motty: You’re out in the business 
world. You ought to be careful. 





FatuHer (Putting hat on table): Molly, 
my dear, I was getting along in the 
business world long before you were 
born. 

Moruer (Laughing): Oh, don’t take 
it too seriously, Ralph. They’ve 
been giving me advice, too. 

Fatuer: Is that so? Well, I’m begin- 
ning to feel that I don’t dare make a 
move without consulting our child- 
ren. I’m getting tired of being 
treated as though I don’t know any- 
thing. 

Syivra: Oh, Dad, we know you know a 
lot. It’s just that — well, there are a 
lot of little things that are important. 

Moruer: Undoubtedly. And one of 
the bigger little things is getting this 
floor waxed. So if you’ll just change 
your clothes, Ralph — 

Fatuer: But Myra, you mean now? 
I’m hungry. 

Moruer: Hungry? So are we all. But 
Ralph, you know we planned to 
work late and go out to dinner. 

Fatuer: Ah, yes, but Myra, I had a 
better idea — a wonderful idea. Wait 
till you see what I’ve got. (He goes 
to his packages and holds them up.) 
I was not only hungry, but hungry 
for hamburgers. Five pounds of 
ground beef — and here is a bag of 
large, sweet, succulent Bermuda 
onions. 

Moruer: Oh, Ralph, why on earth did 
you have to do that? The house is a 
mess. There’s no place to sit down. 

Fatuer: Who minds a little mess? We 
can sit in the dining room. 

Moruer: No, we can’t. Those chairs 
aren’t dry yet. 

Fatuer: All right then, how about in 
here? We can use our folding picnic 
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chairs. That’s it — have a picnic. It 
will be fun. 

Moruer (Disgustedly): Fun. 

Fatuer: Very well, Myra, if that’s the 
way you feel about it. (He puts down 
his packages.) We'll finish the work 
and then we can have our picnic 
later. 

Moruer: Picnic! I don’t know who is 
going to feel like cooking ham- 
burgers. 

Faruer: J shall cook the hamburgers. 
How will that be? 

Mouty: Oh, Daddy, it sounds wonder- 
ful. 

Syzvia: I'll say. Let’s hurry and get 
this work over with. (She goes to 
window and is about to mount ladder 
when she looks out.) Oh, oh — here 
comes somebody. It’s Miss Parker, 
Mom, and she’s coming right up our 
path. 

Motty: Miss Parker? 

Moruer: What on earth is she coming 
here for? 

Sytvia: Probably something about 
Hubert. 

Moruer: Oh dear. 


Well — well, we 
mustn’t let her in. (Trying to undo 
the cloth around her head.) I’m a sight. 
One of you will have to go to the 


door. Ralph, you go—tell her 
something. 

Fatuer: Tell her something? But 
suppose she’s come to inspect Hu- 
bert’s IQ? 

Moruer: Ralph, this is no time to be 
funny. She musn’t see the house in 
this condition. (The doorbell rings.) 

Syztvia: Oh, I’ll go, Mom, but how can 
we keep her from coming in? (She 
exits right.) 

Moruer: Oh dear, I don’t know what 





to do. To think of her seeing the 
house like this. Will someone help 
me get this cloth off? The pin’s bent. 

MoL.ty (Going to Moruer and trying to 
help): It —it won’t come, Mom. 

Moruer (Going on nervously): Part of 
my reason for cleaning house was so 
I could invite the teachers. I’d 
promised Hubert that next Wednes- 
day — (Sytvia enters followed by 
Miss ParKER, who carries a small 
wrapped package. ) 

Syivia: It’s — it’s Miss Parker. 

Moruer (Making a great effort): Yes — 
well, well — it’s — it’s so nice to see 
you, Miss Parker. 

Miss Parker: Thank you, Mrs. Jones. 
Hello, Molly. Good evening, Mr. 
Jones. 

FaTHer: Come in, Miss Parker — 
come in. 

Miss Parker: I’m so glad to be here. 
I’ve wanted to get to know you 
better. 

FaruHer (Motioning to chair): Well, 
won’t you sit down? 

Miss Parker: Thank you. 
about to sit.) 

Moruer: No, you can’t do that — I 
mean — please, that is, I’ve just 
washed the slip covers. They’re wet. 

Miss Parker (Smiling): Well, that 
was a narrow escape. 

FatuEr: Oh, don’t worry about that, 
Miss Parker. We're a little upset — 
there are a few little things to be 
done. 

Miss ParKER (Looking around): Yes, 
I see. 

FaTtHER (Going on): Just little things, 
and little things are important, 
aren’t they, Miss Parker? 

Miss Parker: Why, yes, they are. 


(She is 
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(She laughs) That’s what Miss Reed 
is always saying. (FATHER séarts re- 
moving his packages and a few books 
from chair to floor but never gets them 
all removed.) 

Moruer: My, I am sorry we’re so up- 
set, Miss Parker. I—TI just don’t 
know what to say. (HuBrErt enters 
left. He has his jar, now with two 
moths in it.) 

Husenrt: Hello, Miss Parker, I thought 
I heard you. 

Miss Parker: Hello, Hubert. 

Husert (Showing Miss ParKER jar): 
Look, a Polyphemus and another 
kind I just caught in the basement. 
Do you know what it is? 

Miss Parker: No, I don’t, but we can 
look it up. You bring them to 
school tomorrow. 

Hupert: Sure, I will. Gee, Mom you 
let me off work just in time. I wanted 
to catch this one to show Miss 
Parker. And say, Miss Parker, I 
want you to see my turtles and 
guppy fish, too. (He starts left.) 
Come on. 

Miss PARKER: Well, I would like to see 
them. (70 Moruer) If — if you'll 
excuse us. 

Moruer: Oh, go right ahead. I know 
Hubert has been anxious to show you 
his things. 

Miss Parker: Thank you and oh — 
(She hands package to MOTHER.) 
Here’s a little something. It’s from 
Miss Reed, too. 

MorueEr (Bewildered): Miss Reed, too? 
Well, how nice but I don’t — 

Miss ParKER: It’s nothing. Just some 
salted nuts. They make such nice 
appetizers before dinner. Miss Reed 
was delayed a little and she asked me 





to stop at the drugstore on the way. 

MorueEr: She — she was delayed? 

Miss ParKER: Yes, but she’ll be along 
in time. I’m sure she’ll not be late 
for dinner. It’s so nice of you to 
have us. Well, Hubert, let’s see your 
menagerie. (They go off left.) 

Mortue_Er: Late to dinner — nice of you 
to have — oh, my goodness! 

Fatuer: And Miss Reed is coming 
too! 

Moruer: But what on earth — how — 
why — 

Syiv1a: But who invited them? 

Moruer: | can’t imagine. 

Mo.ty: I can. Mrs. Bates said Mrs. 


Slater was scheduling visits for the 
This must be your turn, 


teachers. 
Mom. 

Moruer: Oh, no, no — not without 
letting me know. Girls, you haven’t 
taken any phone calls and not told 
me, have you? 

Syiv1a: I haven’t. 

Motty: Neither have I. Oh, to think 
of them seeing us like this when Miss 
Reed is always talking about neat- 
ness and manners. 

FatuHer: Never mind about that now, 
Molly. What I am wondering is 
what Hubert meant by wanting to 
catch a moth to show Miss Parker. 
He sounded as though he were ex- 
pecting her. 

Moruer: Why, he did say that. 
you suppose he knew? 

Fatuer: I don’t know, but I’m cer- 
tainly going to ask him about it, and 
it will take a very high IQ to explain. 

HusBert (Running in left): Say, Mom, 
have you seen my middle-sized 
turtle? I can’t find him. 

Moruer: I can’t be bothered about 


Do 


your turtles now, Hubert. 

Sytv1A: It’s probably in the bathtub. 
That’s where it always is when I 
want to take a bath. 

Husert (Séarting left): Oh, yeah, that’s 
where I left it. 

Moruer: Hubert, wait a minute. (He 
stops.) 

Husert: But, Mom — 

Moruer: No, Hubert, come here. (He 
goes toward her.) Where is Miss 
Parker? 

Husert: I’m letting her feed my 
guppy fish. (Starting left again) 

Fatuer: Hubert, what do you know 
about the teachers coming here for 
dinner tonight? 

Husert: Just that I invited them. 
Mom said I could. 

Moruer: Hubert Jones, I said nothing 
of the sort! 

Husert: Oh, I know you said only 
Miss Parker, Mom. We were talk- 
ing about inviting my teacher. But 
they live together so I asked them 
both. It didn’t seem very nice to 
have just one. 

Moruer: Of course not. I think I said 
we'd have them both. But not to- 
night. I said soon, or I may have 
mentioned next week. In fact, 1 — 
I said Wednesday next week. 

Husert: No, Mom. Don’t you re- 
member? You said Saturday and 
then I said sometimes they went 
home over week ends, and you said, 
well, then, Wednesday. 

Moruer: But I meant next week, not - 
this week. You knew I was house- 
cleaning. 

Huppert: Oh, I thought you were al- 
most through. And well, gee, Mom, 
if you don’t say what you mean — it 





just goes to show as Miss Parker 
says — communications are im- 
portant. One has to express himself 
clearly or communications become 
snarled. 


Fatuer: That’s enough of your IQ, 
Hubert. I don’t want to hear any 
more about what teachers say. 

Moruer: Shhh. (Motioning left) Miss 
Parker will hear you. 


Fatuer: I don’t care — 


Morser: But Ralph, it’s not her fault. 
We made the mistake. (The doorbell 
rings.) Oh, dear, here’s the other one! 


Syivia: It’s your turn to go to the 
door, Molly. 

Motty: Looking like this? 

Fatuer: Your looks needn’t affect 
your manners, Molly. Let the lady 
in. 

Moxy: Oh, all right. (She goes off.) 

Moruer: Well, now — now what are 
we going to do? Not only is the 
house all upset but there’s nothing 
to eat. I thought we were going out. 

FarHer: But Myra, I’ve saved the 
day. We’ve got hamburgers and 
onions. 

Moruer: Don’t be ridiculous. Not 
when Mrs. Slater got out her best 
silver and, for all I know, served a 
Thanksgiving dinner. Ralph, we’ve 
got to decide what to do. (MoLLy 
enters right followed by Miss REeEp.) 

Motty: Come right in, Miss Reed. 

Miss Reep (Smiling): How do you 
do? I hope I’m not late. 

Moruer: Oh, no, you’re not late, Miss 
Reed. 

Miss REeEp (At a loss, looking around): 
Why, you—you’re cleaning the 
living room. 
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FaTHer: Yes, yes, happens twice a 
year. 

Moruer: Ralph, we clean more often 
than that. 

Fatuer: Yes, I know, but we don’t go 
all out like this. 

Miss Reep (Still confused): But I — 
isn’t Miss Parker here? 

Moruer: Oh, yes, she’s here. She’s 
helping Hubert feed his guppy fish. 
Would — would you like to see the 
guppy fish, Miss Reed? 

Miss Reep: Why, I — why, yes. 

MorueEr: Sylvia, you — you take Miss 
Reed to see Hubert’s fish. 

Syzvia: All right, Mom. (Starting left) 
They’re in the dining room, Miss 
Reed. (They go off left.) 

Moruer: Well, now they’re both here. 
But they can’t spend all evening 
looking at Hubert’s guppy fish. 
And what about dinner? 

Faruer: Well, if you don’t like ham- 
burgers, why not have turtle soup 
and guppy fish salad? Let each 
guest catch her own. 

Motty: Oh, Dad, this is serious. I’ll — 
I’ll just never get over Miss Reed 
coming here and seeing me in my 
blue jeans. 

Moruer (T'ugging at cloth again): And 
me with this rag around my head. 
(Pulling it off) There — I’ve finally 
got it. Not that it helps much. My 
hair’s a mess. Oh, I feel as though 
I’m living through some sort of 
nightmare. 

FatuEr (Going to her): Now, Myra, 
try not to be so upset. I think per- 
haps we’ll just have to tell Miss 
Parker and Miss Reed that they’ve 
come on the wrong evening. 

Moruer: But Ralph, we can’t do that. 





They’re here now — we’ve welcomed 
them. (There is the sound of commo- 
tion off left.) 

Hupert (Off shouting): Oh, Miss 
Reed, Miss Reed. You sat down! 

Sytvia (Off shouting): The varnish, 
Miss Reed! 

Mouty: Did you hear that? 
Reed sat down! 

Moruer: On the varnish. What next? 

Husert (Running in): Mom, Miss 
Reed’s stuck to the dining room 
chair. 

Moruer: Oh, dear! (She starts left but 
Sytvia enters followed by Miss 
Parker and Miss REgEp.) 

Miss REeEp (Holding her skirt, trying to 
look at the back of it): Oh, Mrs. Jones, 
I’m so sorry—lI’m afraid I’ve 
ruined one of your chairs. 

Moruer: Never mind those old chairs. 
What about your dress? 

Miss Reep: I —I think the varnish 
will come off. 

Miss Parker: Of course it will. 
can have it cleaned. 

Miss Resp: But I — I suppose I ought 
to go home and change — and — 
how could I be so stupid? Oh, I’m 
so embarrassed. 

Moruer (At breaking point): You’re 
embarrassed? How do you think I 
feel? 

Sy.vra: I guess we’re all embarrassed. 
The first time you come to visit — 
Moutiy: I know I’m embarrassed. 

Here I am in my blue jeans — 

FatTHerR: A most embarrassing situa- 
tion. Hubert, how is your IQ? Are 
you embarrassed? 

Husert: Gosh, Dad, my IQ has noth- 
ing to do with it, but L guess it 7s all 
my fault. 


Miss 


You 


Miss Parker: Why, Hubert, weren’t 
you meant to invite us for dinner? 
Husert: Yes, Miss Parker, but I got 
my communications snarled. It was 

meant to be next Wednesday. 

Miss Parker: Oh, Mrs. Jones, and we 
walked in on you like this! 

Miss Regn: Oh, how terrible! 

Moruer: Now, now, neither of you 
must feel upset. It’s all a mistake. 
It’s just that — well, I didn’t want 
you to see us like this when I’d 
planned a — well, a sort of a special 
dinner in your honor. 

Miss Reep: A — a special dinner? 

Moruer: Maybe with candles on the 
table. 

Miss Parker: That sounds nice, Mrs. 
Jones, but may I let you in on a 
secret? We don’t really want to be 
treated any differently from anyone 
else. 

Miss Reep: That’s right, Mrs. Jones. 
For some reason people feel that 
they have to treat teachers like per- 
sons set apart. 

Miss Parker: Especially new teachers. 
Miss Reep: Yes, but we’d rather just 
be treated like part of the family. 
Mouzy: Part of this family? When 

we’re in a mess like this? 

Syiv1a: Yes, we certainly don’t have 
our company manners on today. 
Miss Parker: Sylvia, I think you 
have, all of you. Even under trying 
circumstances, you have all been 

very hospitable. 

Miss Reep: Miss Parker is right. By 
the time we finish that course on 
courtesy and etiquette, you will un- 
derstand that the essence of good 
manners is just kindness and con- 
sideration for others. 





Miss Parker: And Molly, you can be 
kind and considerate whether you 
are wearing a formal dress or blue 
jeans. And you’ve all been just 
lovely to us, and we'll look forward 
to coming again. (She starts right.) 

Miss ReEep (Following): Yes, we'll see 
you next Wednesday. 

FaTHer: But wait a minute. As long 
as you're here now, why not stay to 
dinner? 

Moruer: Oh, Ralph. 

FatHer: But Myra, they said they 
wanted to be part of the family. (7'o 
teachers) How would you like to stay 
and give us a course on etiquette? 
The best way to eat hamburgers and 
onions while sitting on the living 
room floor. 


Motty: Oh, Dad. 

Sytv1a: Dad, you can’t ask them to do 
that. 

Fatuer: But I have asked them. 

Moruer (Laughing): Well, the hun- 
grier I get the better hamburger and 
onions sound. 

Husenrt: I'll say. 

Moruer: So it’s just up to you ladies. 

Miss Reep (Smiling): Mrs. Jones, it 
sounds wonderful to me, too. I 
haven’t had a hamburger and onion 
picnic for ages. 

Farner: And you, Miss Parker? 

Miss Parker (Smiling): Mr. Jones, 
my only answer is—and I’m not 
just being polite — when do we eat? 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


WHEN Do WE Eat? 

Characters: 2 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. Mother wears an 
old housedress and has a cloth pinned 
around her head. Molly wears a dress and 
jacket when she first enters; she then 
changes to blue jeans and a shirt. Father 
wears a hat when he enters. Sylvia, Miss 
Parker, Miss Reed and Mrs. Bates wear 
dresses. The teachers are attractively 
dressed. Hubert may wear jeans and a 
shirt. 

Properties: Cleaning paraphernalia, a broom, 
rags, pails, a covered glass jar with a paper 
moth (later two moths) for Hubert, a boo 
for Molly, a paper bundle and full paper 
bag for Father, a small wrapped package 
for Miss Parker. 


Setting: The Jones living room in the midst of 
housecleaning. There are entrances at right 
and left, the one at right leading to the 
hall and front door, the one at left to the 
dining room and the rest of the house. At 
upstage center is a widé window with single 
drapes on either side. There are several 
pieces of upholstered furniture that have 
slip covers—a sofa and two or three 
chairs. The straight chairs and small tables 
are piled high with books, knicknacks, etc. 
Upstage right are some empty shelves. A 
short stepladder stands upstage left. Clean- 
ing paraphernalia is scattered about the 
stage. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Witches’ Delight 


by Esther MacLellan and Catherine V. Schroll 


Characters 

The Witches’ Cats The Witches 
BRIGHTCOAT CINDERWITCH 
Pawsy STEPELDERWITCH 
Mac STEPELDESTWITCH 
LONGTAIL WiTcHQUEEN 
BIGEAR WITCHKIBIBBLE 
ELMER MABELWITCH 
DARKSATIN AGGYWITCH 
BROKENWHISKER  WITCHFIREY 
TIGEREYES WITCHPATCHCROSS 

Sertine: An old barn trimmed with 
Halloween decorations. Facing the 
audience is a semicircle of chairs. 

Time: Halloween. 

AT Rise: Stage is empty. CINDER en- 
ters, followed by Srepetpest who 
carries a large hatbox. 


STEPELDEST (Putting box on one of the 
chairs): Remember, Cinder, this is 


my present for Witchqueen. Stay 
here and keep an eye on it. The Cat 
Drivers will soon be arriving, and I 
don’t want any of them sitting on 
my present or tossing it around like 
a football. 

CrnperR: The Cat Drivers won’t hurt 
your present. Please, Stepeldest, let 
me be in the midnight witch parade. 
It’s half the fun of the party. 

SrePeLtpDEsT: Nonsense! You’re much 
too young. (She exits.) 

CINDER (Shaking her head sadly): Too 
young. Stepeldest and Stepelder 
have been telling me I’m too young 
for a thousand years. And what can 
I do about it? Whenever I have a 
birthday, everyone else has a birth- 
day, too. I’ll never catch up. I'll 


always be the youngest. 

Brieutcoat (Hntering): It’s almost 
midnight, Mistress Cinder. Aren’t 
you going to march in with the other 
witches? 

CinperR: No, I have to take care of 
Stepeldest’s present. Oh, Bright- 
coat, if only I had something to give 
our dear Witchqueen! 

Briegutcoat: Couldn’t you think of 
any new charm? 

Crnper: Not a one. What’s new after 
thousands of years? 

BricutcoatT: Very little. (Scratches his 
ear thoughtfully) As soon as the boys 
have parked the witches’ brooms, 
I’ll ask them if they’ve heard of any- 
thing. (Hniter Pawsy, Mac, Lone- 
TAIL, BiceAR, Eimer, and DarK- 
SATIN. ) 

Pawsy (Siretching): Driving a broom 
isn’t easy, especially when you have 
an old model like Aggy’s. I can 
hardly get it off the ground. 

Mac (Throwing himself into a chair): 
You should talk. Firey’s broom 
drives like a truck. 

Brieutcoat: Fellow Cats, have you 
heard of anything new in magic? 
Any clever spells? A _ different 
charm? 

Lonerait (Laughing): New magic? 
Not I. Sometimes for the fun of it, 
Mabel practices her old tricks. You 
know her favorites. Pulling rabbits 
out of hats, swallowing swords, 
changing herself into a fair maid with 
golden curls — but new! I can’t 





remember when she thought of any- 
thing new. 

Biegear: Patchcross has a rather nice 
boat. Sails on land or water or flies 
through the air. Would that help? 

Bricutcoat: I don’t know. Elmer, 
you’re Witchqueen’s driver. Would 
she like that kind of boat? 

ELMER (Yawning): Witchqueen has a 
dozen of them. 

Brieutcoat: Then that’s no good. 

DarkKSATIN: The wizard over at Gob- 
lin Hollow has a beautiful flying 
carpet, foam rubber seats, power 
steering... 

Bricutcoat (Pacing across the stage) : 
Sounds all right, but I couldn’t pos- 
sibly get to Goblin Hollow and back 
before midnight. (BROKENWHISKER 
and TiGEREYES hurry on. They each 
carry a large thermos jug.) 

Eimer: You’re almost late. Where 
have you been? 


BROKENWHISKER: Getting my cream 
supply for the week. I wanted to go 
for it yesterday, but Stepelder was 
in a temper and wouldn’t let me 


have the broom. 
along for company. 

Bicear (Inspecting jug): You don’t 
drink all this cream in a week, do 
you, Brokenwhisker? 


Tigereyes went 


BROKENWHISKER: Of course not. We 
brought you boys a Halloween sur- 
prise. 

Mac: Good. What is it? 

BROKENWHISKER: I don’t know. Some- 
thing called ice cream. Old Dog 
told me it was wonderful. 

TiGEREYES: Old Dog said humans are 
always eating it, and they never for- 
get to give him a plate. Old Dog 
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said he could eat a kennelful of ice 
cream if he had the chance. 

Darksatin: How did you get it? 

TicereyeEs: No trouble at all. You 
can’t be around witches for a hundred 
years or so and not pick up a few 
tricks. 

BROKENWHISKER: Tigereyes changed 
me into a pretty little girl. I went 
into a store, bought a gallon of ice 
cream, and here it is. (He points to 
thermos jug as WITCHKIBIBBLE 
comes bustling on with a large package 
in her hands.) 

WITCHKIBIBBLE: Elmer! Elmer! 
(Thrusts the package into his arms) 
Put these salt and pepper sand- 
wiches in a safe place. They’re for 
our midnight feast. 

Eimer (Bowing): Yes, your Witchship. 
(He puts package in corner as FIREY 
enters carrying two milk bottles.) 

Frrey (Exzcitedly): Here’s the sour 
milk. Mac! Mac! Take the sour 
milk. Don’t break the bottles. Care- 
ful now, watch what you’re doing. 

Mac (Putting the botiles in corner): 
I’m always careful, Mistress Firey. 
Careful Mac, that’s who I am. 

Frrey: Humph! Come along, Witch- 
kibibble. It will soon be midnight. 
The parade couldn’t go on without 
us. (They exit.) 

Loneralt: I'll never understand 
witches. Once a year they have a 
party. Once a year. And what do 
they have for refreshments? (Shak- 
ing his head) Salt and pepper sand- 
wiches. Year after year. 

Pawsy: And sour milk to drink. Noth- 
ing but sour milk. 

BigEarR: Parties are supposed to be 
fun, and I can’t see any fun in drink- 





ing sour milk and eating salt and 
pepper sandwiches. 

TicreReyes: Neither can I. While the 
witches are having their Halloween 
feast, Brokenwhisker and I will 
treat you boys to a plateful of ice 
cream. 

Bricurcoat: I have it! 

BiaEar: What? 

Bricutcoat: An idea. An idea for 
Cinder. As Bigear says, what’s fun 
about drinking sour milk? Cinder’s 
present for Witchqueen will be a jug 
of cream. Your cream, Broken- 
whisker. 

BROKENWHISKER (Jndignantly): Mine? 
I like that. 

BrieutcoaT: Give it to her, Broken- 
whisker, and you can have my orange 
bow. You’ve always wanted my 


orange bow. 
BROKENWHISKER (Fingering bow): It 


is pretty. 

BricutcoaT: You can get more cream 
tomorrow. 

BROKENWHISKER (Nodding): All right. 
(He holds out his paw for the bow and 
pins it on.) How do I look? 

BricutcoaTt: Beautiful. Hand me the 
cream. (He takes one of the jugs.) 

Pawsy (Doubtfully): Cream? That 
isn’t a charm or a spell. 

Bricutcoat: It’s a splendid present. 
Who wants a charm? Witchqueen is 
tired to death of charms, isn’t she, 
Elmer? 

Eimer: Witchqueen knows every 
charm or spell that’s ever been 
made. I think you have a good idea, 
Brightcoat. What better gift could 
she get than sweet fresh cream? 

Brieutcoat (7'o CrinpER): You heard 
what Elmer said, Cinder. When the 


witches start giving presents to 
Witchqueen, say you have a present, 
too. 

CrnpErR: But cream is only for cats, 
isn’t it, Brightcoat? 

Brigutcoat: No, no, of course not. 
Do as I say, Cinder. After five hun- 
dred years of sour milk, this will be 
the best thing that ever happened to 
Witchqueen. (Bell rings off-stage.) 

Ex_mer: Come, Brightcoat, no more 
talking. Take your places, gentle- 
men. (The Cats walk solemnly to 
chairs. Each Cat, with folded arms, 
stands behind his mistress’s chair. 
CINDER is to one side. The WiTcHEs 
enter very proudly and stand before 
their chairs until WrrcHQUEEN, who 
enters last, is seated.) 

WircHquEEn: Be seated, ladies. (The 
WircueEs sit.) Happy Halloween. 
Wircnes: Happy Halloween, your 

Majesty. 

WircHQqueEEN: Before we have our 
yearly banquet of sour milk and salt 
and pepper sandwiches, I am ready 
to see any new charms — remember, 
ladies, new charms — or to receive 
any new presents. Whoever can 
please me most will be Witch of the 
Year. And the Witch of the Year 
will receive a new golden broom and 
wear the golden sash. (She unfolds 
yellow sash.) 

WITCHKIBIBBLE (Waving flowers) :Your 
Majesty! Your Majesty! 

WIiTcHQueEENn: Yes? What is it, Witch- 
kibibble? 

WITCHKIBIBBLE: I made some new 
flowers. Look, red violets! 

WitcHQuEeEn: Red violets? 

Wircues: Ugh! 

WrircuqueeEn: My dear Witchkibibble, 





who wants red violets? They aren’t 
half as pretty as real violets. No, no, 
such a gift I do not like. Not at all, 
not at all. (WITCHKIBIBBLE sits 
down quickly.) 

STEPELDEST (Rising): May it please 
your Majesty, I have a little present. 

WITCHQUEEN: Yes? 

StrereLtpEst (Undoing package and 
lifting out a large hat): An invisible 
hat. 

Mase: Not another one of those! 

WircHQueEN: What is the matter with 
you, Stepeldest? You heard me say 
I wanted something new. If I have 
one invisible hat, I have a hundred. 

Acey: Your Majesty has exactly 139. 
I counted them last week when I 
took them out of moth balls. 

Srere.pEstT: But this hat is different. 
Most invisible hats are ugly, miser- 
able little gray caps, but mine is 
stylish. (Holds it up) Notice the 
feather, your Majesty. The flowers. 
The long veil. 

Frrey: What a goose you are, Step- 
eldest. 

Patrcucross: Who cares whether an 
invisible hat is pretty or ugly? As 
soon as you put it on, no one can see 
you. 

Mase : Really, Stepeldest, use your 
head! 

Srepe.Dest (Crossly): I don’t see you 
with any fancy new charm. 

CinperR (Timidly): Your Majesty, I 
have a gift. 

STEPELDER: You? Why, Cinder, you’re 
only a baby. Sit down at once. 

WircHqueEEn: Let’s see what Cinder 
has. 

STEPELDER (Rising): Only some child- 
ish toy, your Majesty. Now I have 


a really nice charm. (Holds up 
pebble) I take this pebble and... 
WITCHKIBIBBLE: Oh, no! Not again! 
STEPELDER: What do you mean, “not 
again’! Look, your Majesty, I take 

this pebble and. . . 

Patcucross: Change it into a silver 
cup. 

Frrey (Yawning): All trimmed with 
rubies and diamonds. 

STEPELDER (Hands on hips): How did 
you know? 

Frrey: Because Witchqueen has a 
room full of diamond and ruby 
trimmed cups now, and she doesn’t 
want another. 

AaGy: What’s wrong with paper cups? 
Who wants to sit around all day 
polishing silver? 

CrnperR (Standing): Your Majesty, 
mayl... 

STEPELDER: Sit down. If I can’t please 
the Witchqueen, and Stepeldest 
can’t please the Witchqueen, neither 
can you. 

Aaey: Oh, let the child speak. 

WITCHKIBIBBLE: She hasn’t had a 
chance to open her mouth for years 
and years and years, your Majesty. 
Stepelder and Stepeldest won’t let 
her say a word. 

WircHqueEEN: Well, I will. 
your gift, child? 

CinperR: Brightcoat, bring the gift, 
please. (BricurcoaT brings jug to 
CINDER. ) 

WircHquEeEN: No charm? No spell? 
How lovely! A real gift for a change. 
What is it? 

CINDER: It’s a... 


What is 


. (Looking into jug) 
It’s something to eat! 

BROKENWHISKER (Angrily to Bricut- 
coat): You took the wrong jug! 





That’s my ice cream! 

WircHquEEN: What’s that? 
that? Did anyone speak? 

Briegutcoat (Bowing low): Someone 
... coughed, your Majesty. 

Wrircuqueen: No moré coughs, please. 
Now what did you say your gift was, 
Cinder? 

CINDER (Curtsying) : Something to eat, 
your Majesty. 

WircHqueEeEn: Really? I haven’t had 
anything to eat but salt and pepper 
sandwiches for at least five hundred 
years. Do I pick up this something 
to eai as I do a sandwich? 

Bricutcoat (Jn a loud whisper): 
Saucer! 

CINDER (Curtsying): Your Majesty will 
need a saucer. 

STEPELDER (Rising importantly): Let 
me get you one, your Majesty. I'll 
use my magic pocket. (She strikes her 
pocket dramatically.) Hocus Pocus! 
A saucer! (Puts her hand in pocket 
but there is no saucer) 

Mase (Tittering): Great pumpkins, 
Stepelder! To think-of you wantng 
to be Witch of the Year when you 
can’t even use your magic pocket! 

Frrey: Let Cinder use hers. Though 
Stepelder calls her a baby, I’m sure 
she knows how to use her magic 
pocket. 

WiTcHQuEeEN: Go ahead, Cinder. Show 
us what you can do. 

CrnpER: Pocus Hocus! A _ saucer, 
please! (She reaches into her pocket 
and pulls out a saucer.) 

Wircues: Bravo! 

Wircupatcucross: And a spoon. As 
I remember when I used to eat, if 
you had a saucer you needed a 
spoon. 


What's 


WirTcHQUEEN: Good for you, Patch- 
cross. What a memory you have! 
CrnpER: Pocus Hocus! A _ spoon, 

please! (She pulls out a spoon.) 

WITcHQUEEN: Now everything’s ready. 
Let me have the present, Cinder. 
(CINDER puts spoon into jug.) 

WITCHKIBIBBLE: One moment, please. 
(She rises and walks toward CINDER. ) 
I’m the Royal Taster. 

WITCHQUEEN: So you are. 
gotten. 

WITCHKIBIBBLE: Well, I haven't, 
though it’s been a long time since I 
tasted anything. (CINDER hands her 
the saucer. WITCHKIBIBBLE {astes.) 

WIircHQuEEN: Well? 

WIiTcHKIBIBBLE (Licking her lips): 
I’d better try a little more. Just to 
be sure, you know. (Tastes again) 

WITcHQUEEN: Well? Now? 

WITCHKIBIBBLE: Not quite yet, your 
Majesty, dear. I’d better try just a 
little more. That last slid down so 
fast. (She tastes.) 

WITCHQUEEN: Well! It’s my present, 
Witchkibibble, remember that. 

WITCHKIBIBBLE (Flustered): Certainly, 
your Majesty. (She offers saucer to 
WITCHQUEEN. ) 

WiTcHQUEEN (Proudly): I remember 
something about eating, Witch- 
kibibble. Everyone uses a clean 
saucer. (She strikes her pocket.) 
Pocus Hocus! A saucer, please! 
(Removes saucer from pocket) Pocus 
Hocus! A spoon, please! (Pulls out 
spoon) Now, Cinder. (CINDER puts 
ice cream on saucer. WITCHQUEEN 
tastes slowly.) 

Frrey (IJmpatiently): Tell us quickly, 
your Majesty. How does it feel to 
eat something different? 


I’d for- 





WITcHQuEEN (Surprised) : It feels good. 

WIrcHkIBIBBLE: Oh, Firey, this some- 
thing of Cinder’s is delicious. It’s 
not a bit like salt and pepper sand- 
wiches. 

Wircuqueen: I should say it isn’t. 
This something is the nicest present 
I’ve had in a long, long time. (She 
hands saucer to WITCHKIBIBBLE. 
Crosses to CINDER and ties on yellow 
sash) Fellow Witches, meet Cinder, 
the Witch of the Year. 

Wrrcues: Hurray for Cinder! 

WircHqueen (70 CrnpeErR): By the 
way, dear, what is the name of this 
wonderful food? 

Cinper: It’s called... ah... 

Bricgutcoat (In loud whisper): Ice 
cream! 

C1npeER: It’s called Nice Dream, your 
Majesty. 

Wircuqueen: Nice Dream? How very 
odd! From now on it will have a new 
name — Witches’ Delight. And 
from now on, I want no more of sour 
milk or salt and papper sandwiches. 


Every year at our Halloween party, 
we'll have Cinder bring us Witches’ 
Delight. (To the Wrrcues) Come, 
dear girls, you must all have a taste 
of my splendid present. Since you’re 
the Royal Taster, Witchkibibble, 
you may do the serving. 

WircuHkrsiBBLeE (Importantly): Line 
up, everyone. Get busy with your 
magic pockets. Saucers ready, if you 
please. 

Crnper: If there’s any left over, may 
the Cat Drivers have some, too, 
your Majesty? 

WITcHQUEEN: Certainly, my child. 
Witchkibibble, see that all Cat 
Drivers taste our Witches’ Delight. 

CrnpeR: Thank you, your Majesty. 
(She curtsies and then walks over to 
Brieutcoat.) And thank you, 
Brightcoat. You’re the best cat in 
all the world! 

Brieutcoat (Rubbing against her arm) : 
Meow! 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


WircueEs’ DELIGHT 

Characters: 9 male; 9 female. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: The witches all wear various 
witches costumes, Witchqueen’s being the 
most elaborate. The cats are dressed 
similarly in brown or black sweaters and 
long dark-colored trousers. They have tails 
and wear caps with ears sewed to them. 
Brightcoat has an orange bow pinned on 
at his collar. 

Properties: Hatbox, two thermos jugs, a 
sarge package, two milk bottles, yellow 
sash, large hat, pebble, two saucers, two 

8. 


spoon: 
Setting: An old barn decorated for Halloween. 
There are corn shocks, pumpkins and ears 


of red corn in the corners. Facing the 
audience is a semicircle of nine chairs. 
The center chair is arranged as a throne. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Polka Dot Pup 


A Fire PREVENTION PLAY 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
Miss Doy se, teacher 
Frre Carer WAGNER 
Frre Driver WILSON 
DENNIS 
LAURA 
BILLY 
STELLA 
GRETCHEN 
Serine: A classroom. 
Art Rise: The children of M1ss Doy.x’s 
classroom are arranging an exhibit of 
Fire Prevention posters and other aids 
to Fire Safety. 
Miss Doyie (To children arranging 


HENRY 
Mac 
MILDRED 
RANDY 
GORDON 
DANNY 
REBA 
JEFF 


posters): They look ‘very nice, boys — 


and girls, and I think the committee 
made a wise choice. Be sure to leave 
room for the chart that Dennis 
made. Dennis, are you sure you can 
explain your chart clearly when the 
Fire Chief makes his visit? 

Dennis (Holding up chart on which he 
has been working): I think the chart 
explains itself, Miss Doyle. It shows 
the number of fires in our town re- 
corded by months. 

Miss Doyue: Can you point out a 
reason why we had so many fires in 
December? 

Dennis: I’m not sure, but December 
was a very cold month, so perhaps 
overheated furnaces had something 
to do with it. People are always us- 
ing electric heaters and oil stoves 
around that time of year, too, for 
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extra heat, and you know how care- 
less some folks are. 

Laura: I’m afraid Christmas had 
something to do with that fire record, 
Dennis. I remember two bad fires 
that were caused by candles and 
Christmas tree lights. 

Miss Doyze: It’s terrible to think of 
the most joyous season of the year 
being marred by such tragedy. 

Bitty: Maybe we should have Fire 
Prevention Week in December in- 
stead of October. 

Sre.ia: I don’t think we could change 
the date, Billy. Mrs. O’Leary’s cow 
settled that when she kicked over 
that lantern that started the Chi- 
cago fire on the ninth of October, 
1871. 

GretcHen: I think October is a good 
month to observe Fire Prevention 
Week because campers and hikers 
need to be reminded about forest 
fires at that time of year. 

Henry: And that’s the time folks start 
their furnaces for the winter, so they 
need to be reminded about cleaning . 
their furnaces and chimneys. 

Resa: Oh, Miss Doyle, do you think 
our room will win the ride on the 
new fire engine? 

Au: Sure, we will. 

Miss Dove: Now, don’t be too sure, 
boys and girls. I know you’ve done 
everything possible to help Room 17 
win that ride on the new Eagle fire 





truck, but the other rooms have 
worked hard, too. Remember, the 
ride goes to the room which makes 
the most outstanding contribution to 
Fire Safety. I think our contribu- 
tion is splendid, but you mustn’t be 
too disappointed if the judges don’t 
consider it the most outstanding. 

Dennis: But, gee whiz, Miss Doyle! 
It’s got everything! Just look at all 
these posters. 

Resa: And our Fire Hazard Exhibit. 
Look —I brought this old electric 
light cord. See how frayed it is. 
That might have caused a fire. 

Dennis: And I brought a glass jar. 

Mac: A glass jar? How could that be 
a fire hazard? 

Dennis: I found it in our basement. 
Someone had put gasoline in it. .A 
glass jar should never be used as a 
container for gasoline. Gas belongs 


in an unbreakable, metal container, 

and it should be kept out-of-doors. 
Miss Doy.e: You people on the Fire 

Hazard Committee have really kept 


your eyes open. What in the world 
do you have, Mildred? 

Mivprep: | have a paper streamer and 
a cardboard jack-o’-lantern — Hal- 
loween decorations. Cornstalks and 
party trimmings often start fires. 

Danny: Here is an oily rag I found 
near a pile of shavings in our cellar. 

Miss Doy.e: I see you understand the 
secret danger of spontaneous com- 
bustion. 

Ranpy: I bet the Fire Chief will won- 
der why I brought these two articles. 
(Displays a candle and a section of 
window curtain) 

Miss DoyLe: Maybe you’d better ex- 
plain them to me too, Randy. 


Ranpy: “A candle by a curtained 
winder 
Can turn a cozy home to tinder.” 
Miss Doyie: That’s the rhyme we 
learned from our Safety Magazine, 
and you’ve demonstrated it very 
well. 
Bruty: I brought a cigarette. That’s 
the worst fire hazard I could think of. 
Mivprep: Here is a whole page of 
newspaper clippings all about fires 
that were started by cigarettes. See 
— forest fires, fires on the farm, 
brush fires, factory fires, rubbish 
fires — all because careless smokers 
threw their burning cigarettes away. 
Bitty: And you haven’t even men- 
tioned “Smoking in bed’s a sure way 
to drop dead.” 
Laura: Let’s practice the Cigarette 
Song, may we, Miss Doyle? 
Miss Doy te: I think you like to sing 
that best of all. 
AL: We do. (All singing to the tune of 
La Cucaracha) 
La Cigaretta, la cigaretta, burning, 
glowing in the dark, 
La cigaretta, la cigaretta, danger lies 
in every spark. 
La cigaretta, la cigaretta, when your 
careless smokers tire, 
La cigaretta, la cigaretta, quickly 
you can start a fire. 
(Verse) 
Careless smokers on the highways 
Toss their cigarettes on byways, 
Much too late their lesson learning 
When they see the forests burning. 
Careless smoking is a danger, 
Feared by every forest ranger, 
So, be sure that you remember 
Every word that we will sing. 
(Repeat chorus) 





Gorpbon (Entering in great excitement) : 
They’re coming, Miss Doyle! They’re 
coming! On my way back from the 
library I saw the Fire Chief and his 
driver coming out of Room 16. 
They’ll be here any minute. 

Miss Doyte: There’s no need to get so 
excited, Gordon. Everything is 
ready. Do you have your word pic- 
ture of Prometheus? 

Gorpon: Yes, all the letters are ready 
in my desk. 

Miss Dorie: Good. Oh dear! Where 
is Jeff King? He has the story about 
our trip to the Firehouse. 

Gorpon: I saw him running out of the 
building a few minutes ago. He said 
he forgot something. 

GRETCHEN: I saw him coming to school 
this morning, and he looked as if he 
had been crying. 

Miss Doyte: Crying! 

GRETCHEN: Yes. His eyes were all red 
and he didn’t answer me when I 
talked to him. 

Miss Doyte: I hope he isn’t sick. 

Danny: But we need his story about 
our trip to the firehouse, Miss Doyle. 
Our report won’t be complete with- 
out that. 

Miss Dorie: What about the rest of 
the committee? Do you have your 
papers? 

Gorpon: We gave all of them to Jeff. 
He was the Chairman. 

Miss Doy ue: Well, it’s too late to do 
anything about it now. We’ll just 
have to skip that part. Randy, be 
sure to show our visitors the whole 
exhibit. I believe they’re coming 
now. (Enter Fire Curr and Fire 
DRIVER.) 

Miss Doy.e: Good afternoon, gentle- 
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men. We’ve been expecting you. 

Fire Curer: Good afternoon, Miss 
Doyle, and good afternoon to Room 
17. I am Chief Wagner and this is 
Driver Wilson. I believe you know 
why we are here. 

Ranpy: Yes sir, and I would like to 
show you our Fire Safety Exhibits, 
and introduce our speakers who will 
make their reports. 

Driver Wiison (Looking around the 
room): I can see your Poster Com- 
mittee has been hard at work. Look 
at this, Chief. Here is a chart that 
shows the number of city fires listed 
by month. 

Fire Curer: You can easily see what a 
bad month December was for us. 
Ranpy: On this table we have our dis- 

play of Fire Hazards. 

Fire Curer: Good! Excellent! I see 
you have included almost everything 
from gasoline to cigarettes. 

Fire Driver: And here’s a box of 
matches with a timely warning. (He 
reads verse attached to box of matches.) 
Danger almost always catches 
Little boys who play with matches. 
So, mothers, tell each little tyke, 
There’s no such thing as lucky strike. 
And keep those matches stored away 
From little children at their play. 

Ranpy: Now, if you gentlemen will be 
seated, Gordon Blake and ten mem- 
bers of our class will show you the 
helpful side of fire with the story of 
Prometheus. 

Gorpon: Prometheus is a pretty big 
word for our class to pronounce, but 
since we learned his story, even his 
name seems like an old friend. If 
you were to pass by Rockefeller 
Plaza in New York City, you would 





see a beautiful but strange statue. It 
is the figure of a man who seems to 
be falling between two worlds. He 
has a firebrand in his hand. This man 
is Prometheus who, according to 
Greek legend, snatched a brand of 
fire from the gods on Mt. Olympus 
and gave it to man. Prometheus 
was cruelly punished for his theft, 
but mankind has always been grate- 
ful to him. I will call on some of my 
classmates to demonstrate the many 
blessings of the wonderful gift of 
fire. (Ten children come to front of 
stage, each carrying a letter.) 
Ist Cuip: P is for power that is 
furnished by fire 
For boilers and engines that never 
can tire. 
2np Cup: R is for roasting our savory 
meat 
And making it juicy and tender to 
eat. 
3RD CHILD: O is for ovens to bake our 
day’s bread 
All over the world where people are 
fed. 
4rn Cuitp: M is for melting the min- 
eral ore, 
Heating in furnace for steelmen to 
pour. 
5TH Curt: E is for energy, power for 
machines, 
To run a steam engine, fire is the 
means. 
6TH Cup: T is for temperature, al- 
ways just right, 
When fire is on duty, morning and 
night. 
7TH CuiLp: H is for heat to drive out 
the cold 
And furnish warm comfort for young 
and for old. 


8TH CxiLp: E for experiments, scien- 
tists’ clue 
To many discoveries, vital and new. 
9rxH CurLp: U is for useful, our most 
useful tool 
When under control and guarded by 
rule. 

107TH Cup: § is for service that fire 

gives to man 

From cradle to grave, throughout 
his life span. 

(Children return to their seats.) 

Ranpy: And now a report from our 
Inspection Committee, Danny 
Mathews, Chairman. 

Danny: It was the job of our commit- 
tee to inspect the school building for 
Fire Safety. We are proud to say 
that our school is right in line with 
safety regulations. There are fire 
extinguishers on all floors and our 
Principal says they are checked 
regularly. Our classroom doors open 
easily into broad halls. Our monthly 
fire drills show that we can empty 
the entire building in two minutes 
and forty-five seconds. The build- 
ing custodian showed us through the 
furnace room and work rooms in the 
basement. Everything is in apple 
pie order. Trash is disposed of 
promptly and there are no open 
paint cans or oily rags in the base- 
ment. We looked up a report on the 
construction of this school and found 
that it is built of fireproof mate- 
rials with extra fire walls in the boiler 
rooms. It is the opinion of this com- 
mittee that our parents can feel we 
are reasonably safe from fire when 
we are in school. 

Ranpy: That is a very complete report, 
Danny, and I want to announce that 





every pupil in the class has made a 
check of the private home or apart- 
ment house in which he lives for pos- 
sible fire hazards. Some of the find- 
ings of this committee are displayed 
in the Fire Hazard Exhibit. 

Miss Dorie: And that just about 
completes our Class Report on Fire 
Safety, gentlemen. We had some 
interesting material on our visit to 
the Eagle Firehouse, but unfor- 
tunately, the chairman of the com- 
mittee is absent this afternoon. 

Frere Cuter: | think your class has 
covered the subject amazingly well, 
Miss Doyle, but it is very difficult to 
decide on the winning room. You 
see, the teachers and pupils in this 
building are unusually conscious of 
their duties and responsibilities in 
maintaining Fire Safety. Every 


room in the building has made an 


outstanding contribution to our Fire 
Safety Program. It is, therefore, 
very difficult to come to a final de- 
cision, however. (Enter Jerr Kina.) 

Jerr: Excuse me for being late, Miss 
Doyle. I do hope I am in time for 
my report. 

Miss Doyie: We don’t like to have 
anyone late for school, Jeff, expe- 
cially our committee chairmen. 

Jerr: I think I can explain, Miss Doyle, 
if you’ll just let me make my report. 

Miss Doyte: If our guests have time 
to listen, we’ll be glad to hear your 
report on our visit to the Eagle 
Firehouse. 

Jerr: When our class received an invi- 
tation to visit the Eagle Firehouse 
on (Uses suitable date), we were all 
excited because there were so many 
things we wanted to learn about fire- 
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men and how they lived. The trip 
was a success in every way. We saw 
all the new equipment. We learned 
about modern methods in fighting 
fires. We saw the teamwork and co- 
operation of the firemen, each with 
his job to do and his post of duty. 
And we learned how much every fire 
costs the taxpayers of this city. Be- 
cause we enjoyed our visit so much, 
and because we discovered how much 
we owe the brave men who are con- 
stantly on duty to protect our lives 
and our property, we decided to do 
everything we could from then on to 
help the firemen. The members of 
this committee will now report our 
resolutions. 

lst CuiLp: We resolved to report any 
signs of fire promptly by using the 
fire alarm box nearest the scene of 
the trouble. 

2np CuiLp: We resolved to join in all 
clean-up campaigns necessary to pre- 
vent fires. 

3RD CHILD: We resolved to observe all 
safety regulations regarding camp- 
fires and day-to-day fire hazards. 

4rH Cuitp: We resolved to help the 
firemen at the scene of a fire by keep- 
ing out of the way and helping to 
keep crowds at a safe distance. 

Jerr: And let’s back up those words 
with some music, boys, to prove we 
really mean what we say. 

CommiTTEE (Singing to the tune of 
“T’ve Been Workin’ On the Railroad’’) : 
We resolve to help the fireman 
Every way we can. 
We resolve to help the fireman, 
He’s a brave, brave man. 
When we hear the siren sounding, 
Any day or night, 





We are sure the fireman’s ready, 
Ready for the fight. 

Jerr: This afternoon on my way to 
school I got another idea of how we 
might help the Firemen of the 
Eagle Firehouse. It was too late to 
ask Miss Doyle or the members of 
my committee about it, so I had to 
act on my own. I hope they will 
approve of what I did. 

Miss Doyte: Does this idea of yours 
have anything to do with your being 
late for school, Jeff? 

Jerr: It has everything to do with it, 
Miss Doyle. You see, we’ve had 
some pretty bad news at our house 
this week. 

Miss Doy es: Bad news? 

Jerr: Yes. Our house was sold and we 
have to move to the Delroy Apart- 
ments. 

Miss Doy te: Well, that doesn’t seem 
like such bad news, Jeff. The Del- 
roy Apartments are very pleasant. 

Jerr: Yes, ma’am. They’re all right, 
but the management doesn’t allow 
dogs. Dad told me last night we 
would have to get rid of Polka. 

Crass (Sympathetically): Oh! 
CLC. 5s'.% 

Fire Curer: Polka? That’s an odd 
name for a dog, sonny. 

Jerr: Polka is short for Polka Dot. 
You see, he is a Dalmatian, and 
Polka Dot seemed just the right 
name for his black and white spots. 

Fire Cuier: I see. It’s a terrible thing 
to have to part with a dog. 

Jerr: I knew you’d understand, sir, 
especially since Polka is a Dal- 
matian. I was worried sick about 
what to do with Polka until just 
this afternoon when I discovered 


Aw! 
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that you, too, had a sad experience 
with dogs. 

Fire Curer: You mean you found out 
about poor Jackie. 

Jerr: Yes, I missed seeing him at the 
Firehouse for a couple of days, but 
I had no idea what had happened to 
him until one of the boys told me 
just this afternoon that he had been 
killed. 

Frre Cuter: It was a blow to all of us 
down at the Eagle. We had had 
Jackie ever since he was a puppy. 
Why, that old dog knew more about 
fire fighting than the rest of us put 
together. 

Frre Driver: It doesn’t seem like the 
same place without Jackie. 

Jerr: I knew how you must feel, so, 
the minute I heard about it, I ran 
back to the house to get Polka. 


Miss Doyte: You brought Polka here? 


Jerr: Yes, ma’am. He’s out in the 
cloakroom. I thought maybe the 
Fire Chief would take him right 
along back to the Firehouse this 
afternoon so he could get used to his 
new home. 


Frre Driver: You mean you’re giving 
Polka to the Firehouse, Jeff? 


Jerr: It seemed like the best thing to 
do, sir. Your men need a dog, and 
Polka’s going to need a new home. 
I think he’ll love living at the Eagle 
and riding on that new hook and 
ladder. 

Frre Driver: That’s a great idea, Jeff. 
And you can be sure Polka will live 
like a king. 

Jerr: Dad says it’s in his blood to fol- 
low horses. I know the Eagle doesn’t 
have any more horse-drawn engines, 





but I think he’ll like the truck al- 
most as well. 

Fire Cuter: You bet he will. I can’t 
remember the time the Eagle firemen 
didn’t have a coach dog as their 
mascot, and Polka will get a royal 
welcome. (Whimpering noises from 
cloakroom) 

JerF: I think he’s getting tired of being 
tied out there. May I bring him in, 
Miss Doyle? 

Miss Doyte: Of course. We all want 
to see him. (Jerr goes to cloakroom 
and returns with PoLtKa. A real Dal- 
matian may play the part, if avail- 
able. Otherwise a toy dog, or enclosed 
box can be used to fake the scene, as 
children and firemen gather around.) 
Now stand back, children. Don’t 
get Polka too excited. 

Fire Cuter: Hello, 


there, Polka. 


Hello! Did you know you're going 


to be a firehouse dog from now on? 

Frre Driver: And ride up front with 
me when we go to all the fires? 

Jerr: Go along now, Polka. There’s 
your new master. But remember, 
I’ll be coming up to the Firehouse 
every day to see you. 

Frre Curer: And you'll be welcome, 
Jeff. Come as often as you like. 


That goes for the rest of you boys 
and girls too. Up to this point, it 
was pretty difficult to decide which 
room had made the biggest contribu- 
tion to Fire Safety. But with Polka 
in the balance — well — this state- 
ment is not yet official . . . but I think 
Room 17 can safely count on a ride 
in that new fire truck before very 
long. 

Aut (Cheer and then sing to tune of 
“How Much Is the Doggie in the 
Window’’): 

Hooray for the doggie at the Fire- 
house, 

The one with the polka dot ears. 

Hooray for the doggie at the Fire- 
house, 

Let’s give him three rousing big 
cheers. 

In Maine or the state of California, 

The firemen all cherish a pup, 

A polka dot doggie in a firehouse 

Is boosting their spirits right up. 

Hooray for the doggie at the Fire- 
house, 

His name may be Jackie or Bob, 

But one thing you sure can depend 
on 

That doggie is right on the job! 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Poixa Dor Pup 

Characters: 10 male; 6 female; or there may be 
any number of pupils, both male and fe- 
male, and the speaking parts may be re- 
distributed among them. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress for Miss Doyle and 
the children. The Fire Chief and the Fire 
Driver wear dark blue uniforms. 

Properties: Fire Prevention posters, chart, 
Fire Hazard Exhibit (including old electric 
light cord, glass jar, paper streamer, card- 


board jack-o’-lantern, oily rag, candle, 
piece of curtain, cigarette, matches, news- 
paper clippings), ten lettered cards for the 
story of Prometheus, a real Dalmatian, a 
toy dog or an enclosed box to play the part 
of Polka. 

Setting: A classroom decorated with Fire Pre- 
vention exhibits and posters. There can be 
desks or chairs for Miss Doyle and the 
children. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Three 


Lower Grades 





Some Tricks are Treats 


by Francis L. Schroll 


Characters 
Tommy BROWNIE 
Mary Wircu 

Time: The evening before Halloween. 

Serrinc: The living room in Tommy’s 
and Mary’s home. 

At Rise: Tommy is working at a table. 
He has an open book and a few sheets 
of paper. Mary can be heard washing 
dishes in the kitchen off left. 

Tommy: Hmmm. I thought this would 
be an easy assignment, but it isn’t. 
I have to look up the meaning of 
half the words. 

Mary (Comes to the door left holding two 
small pumpkins) : Let’s take these to 
the Joneses. I know Sue and Billy 
don’t have jack-o’-lanterns for to- 
morrow night. 

Tommy: We won’t have any jack-o’- 
lanterns ourselves if we give those 
pumpkins away. 

Mary: We won’t really need jack-o’- 
lanterns. We have costumes and 
masks, Sue and Billy don’t have any- 
thing. 

Tommy: I haven’t finished my history 
lesson. 

Mary: I haven’t finished the dishes 
either, but if we wait too long, Sue 
and Billy won’t have time to make 
their jack-o’-lanterns. 

Tommy: It seems to me you’re getting 
Halloween mixed with Christmas. 
Halloween is the time for tricks, not 
for giving presents. 


Mary: Perhaps all of us have been 
mixed up about Tricks and Treats. 
Perhaps it would be more fun to give 
some treats and forget the tricks. 

Tommy: Sounds silly to me. (Sees 
Mary’s look of disappointment) Oh, 
if you want to, it’s all right with me. 
(Stands up) Give me the pumpkins. 
I'll carry them. 

Mary (Hands him one. Holds the other 
and points to the design on it as she 
speaks): We could make this one a 
smiling one with its mouth turned up 
like this and the other one could be 
sort of droopy with the mouth 
turned down. 

Tommy: We ought to let them carve 
their own jack-o’-lanterns. That’s 
half the fun of Halloween. 

Mary: We'll let them carve their own. 
We'll just mark a pattern for them. 
Tommy (Impatienily): Let’s take them 

so I can finish my work. 

Mary (Hands him the other pumpkin): 
I’ll take our paring knife so we can 
mark the pattern. (The BROWNIE has 
stepped through the kitchen door. As 
Mary starts to turn toward it, he ducks 
out of sight.) 

Tommy (Shaking his head): That Mary. 
She can’t have any fun unless she 
sees that someone else is having fun 
too. 

Mary (Returning with knife): Let’s go. 
(She holds her pumpkin up and begins 
to march out, chanting) Here come 





the pumpkins! (Tommy joins in her 
chanting, and they march out right as 
the BRowNIE enters left.) 

BrowniE (Hugs himself and does a 
couple of capering steps to express his 
glee): This was a splendid idea, start- 
ing my Halloween tricks the night 
before Halloween. I’ll play so many 
tricks on Mary and Tommy that 
they won’t want to go out tomorrow 
evening for Tricks or Treats. (He 
goes to the table, looks at Tommy’s 
work. He is startled by a sound off- 
stage right, and glances up and sees 
the Wircu standing in the door.) 

Witcu: What are you doing here? 

Brownie: What are you doing? You 
know very well Witches are allowed 
to ride around on their broomsticks 
only on Halloween. 

Wircu (Pretending to be confused): 
Isn’t this Halloween? 

Brownie (Severely): Shame on you. 
You know very well this isn’t Hal- 
loween. 

Wrrcu: You must have thought it 
Halloween or you wouldn’t be here. 

Brownlie (Indignantly): You know I 
didn’t think it Halloween. Brownies 
play tricks any time. 

Wircu (Trying to make peace): I’m 
anxious to be promoted so that I’ll 
be First Witch. I didn’t play very 
good tricks last year. The Chief 
Witch was displeased. I’m here a 
day early to get some practice. 

BrownteE: I know a few good tricks. 

Wircu: I suppose you’re going to track 
coal dust on the table cloth. 

Brownie: Oh, no. I’ll do much better. 
Tommy has been copying something 
here. He has a dictionary and is 
making some notes. I suppose that 


means he is looking up definitions of 
some of the words. 

Wrrcx (Coming closer to look over the 
Brownie’s_ shoulder): I suppose 
you'll put down the wrong meanings 
for some of the words. 

Brownie (Proudly): Exactly. I can do 
it in handwriting that will look ex- 
actly like Tommy’s. By the time he 
gets back, he’ll forget how much he 
had done. He won’t notice that 
I’ve done some of the work for him. 

Wrrcu: I know how to make invisible 
ink. I can make some for you and 
you can smear it on Tommy’s paper. 
Tonight when he finishes the work, 
the paper will look neat. Soon after 
he hands it to his teacher, the 
smears will show. He'll probably 
have to stay after school for that. 

Brownie (Claps his hands): Capital! 
I'll play the trick this evening, but it 
won’t come off until tomorrow. 
That'll make it a Halloween trick. 

Wircu: It makes a good trick for you, 
but I still don’t have one. Perhaps 
we'll think of one for me. I’ll go to 
the kitchen and mix the invisible 
ink. (She goes off left.) 

Brownie (Reading from ‘Tommy’s 
paper): ‘“We hold these truths to be 
self-evident —.” Hmmm. Oh, he 
has a note about self-evident — 
understood without needing proof. 
That’s not a bad definition. “That 
all men are created equal, that they 
are endowed by their Creator with 
certain un — un-alien-able rights—.” 
That’s as far as he has gone. (Looks 
closer at paper) He has “‘unalienable”’ 
set for a note. 

Wrrcu (Entering from left): I’ve found 
a splendid trick. Mary has some of 





the dishes washed. I’ll smear the 
clean ones with your coal dust. 

Brownlie (Has opened the dictionary 
and is working, paying no attention 
to the Wirrcn): Un — unalien — 
unalienable, incapable of being 
alienated, transferred or surrendered. 
(Scratches his head) I have it — 
can’t be lost, taken away or given 
away. (Makes a note) 

Wircu: Give me some coal dust. 

Brownlie (Still works without noticing 
her): “That among these are life, 
liberty and the pursuit of happi- 
ness.”’ 

Wircw (Holding out her hand): Give 
me some coal dust. 

BROWNIE: Where’s the invisible ink? 
Wircu (Jmpatienily): I'll make the in- 
visible ink. Give me the coal dust. 
Brownie: Not until I have my in- 

visible ink. 

Wircw (Almost crying): I know you 
Brownies. As soon as you have the 
invisible ink, you'll forget about the 
coal dust. 

Brownie: I don’t think you ought to 
play a trick on Mary. She’s the one 
who suggested that they give their 
pumpkins to the Jones children. 

Wircu (Angrily): You don’t think J 
ought to play a trick on Mary, but 
you won't hesitate to play one on 
Tommy. 

Brownie: That’s different. I’m a 
Brownie. I’m supposed to play 
tricks any time I care to. 

Wircu: And I’m a Witch. I’m sup- 
posed to play tricks every time I 
have a chance. 

Brownie: | think you aren’t even sup- 
posed to be out of the Witches’ 
castle tonight. I think the Chief 


Witch told all of you Witches to go 
to bed early so that you would be 
well rested before Halloween. 

Wircu: How did you know? 

Brownie: It doesn’t matter how I 
know. Are you going to fix the in- 
visible ink or do I have to report you 
to the Chief Witch? 

Wrrcnw (Unhappily): Vl fix the ink. 
(She goes out left.) 

BROWNIE (Reading again): ““The pur- 
suit of happiness’ — that means 
having fun. I don’t see how Tommy 
and Mary are having any fun giving 
up their pumpkins for the Jones 
children. I don’t see why they 
aren’t pursuing happiness while they 
have the chance. 

Wircu (Entering left, carrying a glass of 
invisible ink): Do you suppose 
they’re finding happiness by doing 
something for somebody? 

BRowNIE (Looks at her in wonder): 
What’s the matter? Are you touched 
in the head? 

Wircu: I’ve heard of a Brownie doing 
a good deed, like playing with small 
children so they would have fun. 

Brownie: Tut, tut. It was done so 
the Brownie could have more fun 
out of another trick. 

Wircu: Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ve 
brought your invisible ink. Give me 
the coal dust. I have the right to 
pursue happiness. You read it in the 
Constitution. 

Brownie: That isn’t the Constitution, 
that’s the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence. 

Wircu: That’s even better. You know 
I can’t be happy unless I play some 
better tricks than I did last year. 

Brownlie: I’ve been thinking — 





Wircu (lnterrupting): I wish you 
wouldn’t. We Witches like to have 
everyone act without thinking. 
There’s more trouble that way. We 
like trouble. 

Brownie (Impatiently): Please don’t 
interrupt me. 

Wrrcu: And trouble is what makes us 
happy. Now, if you will smear 
Tommy’s paper with invisible ink 
and give me the coat dust, we’ll get 
on with our tricks. 

Brownie: I saw Mary and Tommy 
leaving here with the pumpkins they 
were going to give away. I think 
they were going to have a lot of fun. 
I don’t believe they’ll have that 
much fun tomorrow night with 
Tricks and Treats, no matter how 
many treats they get. 

Wircu: Doing good turns may be fun 
for Tommy and Mary, but they 
aren’t Witches. 

Brownlie: Doing good turns might be 
fun for Witches and Brownies. 

Wircu (Shuddering): I’m sure they 
wouldn’t be. 

Brownie: You can’t be sure until you 
try. Here’s my plan. You finish 
Mary’s dishes and I’ll finish Tommy’s 
lesson. His definition of “endowed” 
isn’t clear. 

Wrircu: I’m sure it would be more fun 
to smear coal dust on the ones she 
has washed. 

Brownie: It really isn’t so much fun. 
I did it once. I think you'll be sur- 
prised at how much fun you get from 
doing a good turn. 

Wircu (Accusingly): You just want to 
save the coal dust you have in your 
pocket. You’ll probably put it on all 
the dishes after I have them washed. 
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Brownie (Threateningly): You’d bet- 
ter wash those dishes or I[’ll report 
you to the Chief Witch. 

Wircu: You’d do it, too. (Goes angrily 
out left) 

Brownie: Now let’s see. I want to 
find a better explanation for the 
word “endowed.” (He starts to jump 
from his chair as the sound of the 
Wircu noisily handling dishes comes 
from offstage.) If you break one 
dish, I’ll make you sorry. 

Wircu (Off): I won’t break any. 
(Sounds decrease) 

Brownie: Endowed — given? Given? 
That’s easier to understand. I’ll re- 
copy the whole paper, making sure 
to have it in Tommy’s handwriting 
so he’ll think he did all of it. (Noise 
in the kitchen stops) 

Wircu (Entering and looking over the 
Brownlie’s shoulder): My, that looks 
exactly as though Tommy had 
written it. 

Brownie (Looks up smiling): It’s very 
well done. 

Wircu (Pushing the glass of invisible 
ink toward the Browntr’s hand): 
It’s ready to be smeared with the 
invisible ink. 

BROWNIE (Reaches for the invisible ink, 
then draws his hand back): 1 think 
this is a good trick just as it is. I 
don’t believe I’ll smear the paper. 

Wircu: A good trick? There’s no trick 
to that. You’ve done Tommy’s 
work for him. 

Brownie: I still say it’s a good trick. I 
can hardly keep from laughing and 
he hasn’t even seen it yet. 

Wircu: Well, I want the coal dust. I 
want to smear those clean dishes so 
I can laugh too. 





Brownie: I think you’re spoiling your 
own fun, but I’ll keep my promise. 
(He takes a piece of paper, creases tt 
and puts coal dust from his pocket in 
it. He folds it into a parcel.) Here 
you are. 

Wircu (Takes the paper eagerly): Mary 
will have a bad time washing this 
off the dishes. I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if this trick won me a promo- 
tion to First Witch. (Wrrcu goes out 
left, but returns immediately.) 

Brownie: You couldn’t have been very 
careful how you put that coal dust 
on the dishes. I expect you didn’t 
get it on half of them. 

Wrrcu: I didn’t get it on any of them. 

Brownie: Why not? 

Wircu: They looked so clean. Besides, 
it was good of Mary to give away 
her jack-o’-lantern. I'll play my 
tricks on someone else. 

Brownie (Smiling): I thought you 
might. (Listens) Hide quick. They’re 
coming back! (Wrrcu and BROWNIE 
hide behind a chair as Mary and 
Tommy enter right.) 

Mary: Sue and Billy were pleased to 
get those pumpkins for jack-o’- 
lanterns. 

Tommy: Your plans always turn out 
well. I wanted to keep those pump- 


kins to make jack-o’-lanterns for us, 
but it wouldn’t have been half as 
much fun as giving them to Billy and 
Sue. 

Mary: I have to finish my dishes. I 
wish a nice Fairy had come along 
and finished them for me. 

Tommy: I wouldn’t care if it had been a 
Fairy, a Brownie or even a Witch 
that finished my work. (MARY goes 
out left as Tommy goes to the table. 
Tommy is staring at his paper when 
Mary re-enters. ) 

Mary (Excited): A Fairy did finish my 
dishes. They’re all washed and put 
away. 

Tommy (Puzzled): It must have been a 
Brownie that finished my work. I’m 
sure I didn’t have it done when I left. 
It’s done now and all in my hand- 
writing. (As they are looking at 
Tommy’s paper, the BROWNIE and 
the Wircx crawl out of their hiding 
place and slip to the door right.) 

Wrrcn (Proudly): She called me a 
Fairy! 

Brownie: I guess there are tricks that 
are treats. (WircH and BROWNIE 
start out. Mary and Tommy turn 
toward the sound of their voices as the 
curtains close.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Some Tricks ARE TREATS 
Characters: 2 male; 2 female. 
Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Tommy and Mary wear everyday 
dress. The Brownie wears a Brownie suit 
and a pointed cap. The Witch is dressed in 
a long black dress, black cape, and high 
pointed hat. 


Properties: Books, paper, pencil, two small 


glass, dust or dirt (in 


umpkins, knife, 

browal’s pocket). 

Setting: A living room. At center is a table 
and chair. At right and left are overstuffed 
chairs. Other furnishings may include a 
bookease, some straight chairs or a couch, 
ete. The door to the kitchen is at left, the 
door to outside, at right. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Timid Little Witch 


by Catherine Urban 


Characters 
LirrLe Wircu 
Moruser Wircu 
OwL 
Bat 
Buiack Gat 
GuHostT 
ScARECROW 
Wrrcxu Docror 

SetrrinG: Outside Mother Witch’s house 
in the woods. 

Ar Riss: Owt, Bat, Guost and ScareE- 
crow enter as BLACK CaT comes run- 
ning from the house, evidently fright- 
ened and looking back. 

Buack Cat: Oh, my! 
bumps into the others.) 


Oh, my! (He 


Scarecrow: Hey there, fellow! Sup- 
pose you look where you’re going! 
Buack Cart: I’m sorry! But I’ve never 
seen her so angry! (Shakes his head) 

Ow .: Who’s angry? 


Biack Cat: The Mother Witch! 
Listen! Just listen! (They all draw 
closer to the house and listen.) 

Moruer Wrrcu (Offstage): I never 
heard the like! The very idea! My 
own daughter! 

LirrLe Wircu: Mother! Please — I 
just can’t go! I can’t help it! I just 
can’t. 

Moruer Wircu: But you must go! 
Do you hear, you must! 

Guost: Goodness! What’s the trouble? 
What’s the matter? (Buack Cart 
stands back but the others try to crowd 
about the window.) 

Bat: Please! Don’t push! 
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Scarecrow: What’s going on anyway? 

Ow. (Turning from the window): Sup- 
pose you tell us, Black Cat. 

Buack Car: I’m not just sure. Hush... 
(He draws back with the others as 
MorHer Witcu comes from the 
house. LirrLte Wircxu follows, weep- 
ing into a big black handkerchief.) 

Moruer Wircu: I’ve had enough of 
this! You must be sick, very sick, 
and I’m going for the Witch Doctor! 

Lirrte Wircu: Oh, no! Please, 
Mother. I’m not ill! I’m not! 

Moruer Wirtcu: Well, something is 
certainly the matter with you! I 
never heard of a little witch not 
wanting to ride in the Halloween 
parade! And to think that my 
daughter . . . 

Litre Wrrcu: But it’s the dark! It’s 
only the Halloween dark that I’m 
afraid of! LEverything’s so spooky 
that night. Please, just let me stay 
here at home in my own cosy little 
bed. 

Moruer Wircu: All the other little 
witches will be riding, and I’m going 
to see to it that you ride, too! The 
Doctor will fix you up! (She gives a 
cross look at Lirrte Wrrcu, stomps 
about and rides her broom off angrily. 
LitrLe Wircu sits down on a small 
bench and weeps. The others step 
quietly forward.) 

Ow : There, there, my dear! Don’t cry 
so! 

LrrrLe Wircx: Ohhhhhbh! (Weeps into 
handkerchief ) 





Guost: Oh, dear, oh, dear! I just can’t 
bear to see a child weep! It makes 
cold shivers run up and down my 
spine! (Shivers) 

Bat (Shaking his head): It drives me 
completely batty! 

Scarecrow: Let’s find out what’s the 
matter. Black Cat, I should think 
you’d know something! 

Buiack Cart: Of course, I do! I know a 
lot. 

Ow: Then what’s the matter with 
Little Witch? 

Buack Cat: I’m not just sure. I just 
got home from our howl practise. 
You know, tonight . . . 

Scarecrow: Yes, we know. Black 
cats howl, and bats fly, and owls 
hoooooocoo0t! But what’s the mat- 
ter with Little Witch? 

Buack Cat: Well, we might ask her. 

Scarecrow (Glances at Buack Cat in 


disgust and then turns to LiTrLe 


Wircu): Listen, kiddo! Do stop a 
moment to tell us what’s the matter. 

LitrLe Wircu (Sniffing): It’s .. . it’s 
the parade tonight! Mother thinks 
I’m big enough to ride with her, and 
I... I don’t want to go. 

Ow: You don’t want to ride in the 
Halloween parade? Goodness, gra- 
cious me! I thought everyone 
wanted to be in the parade! 

Scarecrow: Why, so did I. I thought 
little witch children could hardly 
wait to be big enough to ride. 

Larr_e Wircu: I’d like to ride, but 
but... 

Guost: Just whisper it, honey. 

Ow .: Yes, my dear, do tell us! 

LiarrLe Wrrcu: It will be so dark... 
and I’m afraid of the Halloween 
dark! 


Guost (Astonished): What? Afraid of 
the Halloween dark? Goodness! 
I’m afraid of the light! 

Bat: So am I! Daylight simply drives 
me, well, you know! (Makes a sign of 
winding his hand near his temple) 

LitrLe Wrrcu: I just can’t help it! 
Ever since I was real small I’ve been 
afraid of the dark on Halloween 
night. It’s so much more scary 
than on other nights. 

Ow .: That’s strange, very strange. I 
much prefer the dark myself — any 
night. 

Buack Cat: So do I. And goodness, 
human children aren’t afraid of the 
dark — even on Halloween! 

Scarecrow: I can take it or leave it. 
I’ll admit that sometimes the dark 
makes me feel lonely and cold... . 

LirrLe Wircu: That’s it! That’s the 
way I feel — just sort of shivery .. . 

Guost (Gliding up to her): But I’m 
supposed to make people feel shiv- 
ery! (Glides around LirrLe Wircu) 
Are you shivery now? 

LirrLe Wrircu: Nooo! I’m not afraid 
of you. You’re my friend! 

Guost: That’s funny! (Steps back and 
looks at Lirrite Wrircu thoughtfully) 

Bat: And I—many people simply 
shriek with terror when they see me! 
(Leers at LirrLe Wrircu as he walks 
around her) Aren’t you afraid of me? 

LatrLe Wircu: Noooo! I’m not afraid 
of you. It’s only the dark that I’m 
afraid of and it’s getting darker. 
I’d like to stay in where the lamp is 
lit instead of going in the parade. 

Buack Cat: But your mother’s gone 
for the Witch Doctor. 

Litre Wrrcu: I know she has. . . and 
he scares me, too! Ohbhhhhh! 





(Weeps into her handkerchief) 

Guost: That Witch Doctor makes 
even me scared! 

Ow.: But we should be able to do 
something to help Little Witch. 

Buack Car: If she’s afraid of the Hal- 
loween dark, she ought to have a 
light. 

Scarecrow: Now wait a minute. 
Light .. . lamp... I’ve got it! 
(Beckons to the others to come near, 
then he notices the Wrrcu Doctor 
and the Morner Wrircu entering.) 
Wait, come alone with me. (To 
LirrLe Wircu as he pats her shoulder) 
Don’t worry, kiddo. We’ll be back. 
(They exit right as Wircn Docror 
and Moruer Wircu enter left.) 

LirrLe Wircu: Oh, please, Scarecrow, 
don’t leave me. 

Moruer Wircu: Here she is, Doctor. 
Now, you fix her up so that she can 
ride tonight. 

Lirrte Wiren (Turning toward them, 
then drawing back in fright): Ohh! 
Wircna Docror (Jumping about): Let 
me see your tongue! Let me see your 

tongue! 

Litre Wircu: Oh, please — please go 
away! 

Wircu Docror: Your tongue, please! 
I would look at your tongue. (Takes 
out an ugly looking mask and puts tt 
on) 

LirrLe Wircu (Weeping): Oh, please! 
Mother, please make him go away. 
Moruer Wircu: We must find out 
what the trouble is. What will all 
the other witches think if you don’t 

ride in the parade? 

LirrLte Wrircn: But I’m so afraid of 
being out tonight — and I’m even 
more afraid of him! 


Wircu Docror: Never heard the like! 
Never heard the like! She must have 
something very serious. Perhaps I’d 
better bring my helpers. 

LirrLe Wircu: Oh, no. There’s noth- 
ing the matter with me. It’s only 
that I don’t like the Halloween dark. 
Wait! Look, look! (She points off to 
right as the other characters enter, the 
ScaREcrROw carrying a jack-o’-lantern 
hanging from a stick.) A light! 
They’ve brought me a Halloween 
light! 

Scarecrow (Proudly): A jack-o’-lan- 
tern to light you on your ride to- 
night! 

LirrLe Wircu (Clapping her hands): 
A jack-o’-lantern? Oh, look, Mother. 
(She gets up and takes lantern.) It’s 
a pumpkin with a funny face cut 
out and a bright glowing candle in- 
side. Thank you! 

Wrircu Doctor (Examining it): Hmm. 
It looks a little like my mask. 

Ow. (Slyly): That’s just what it is. 
We thought of your mask and how it 
could scare away sickness — so we 
made a jack-o’-lantern mask to 
scare away Little Witch’s fears. 

Buack Car (Confused) : Is that what we 
did? 

Ow .: Of course! 

Wircnw Docror (Pleased): A very 
sensible idea! Just like my mask. 
What could be better for a Halloween 
parade? 

Moruer Wrrcu: I don’t care what the 
face looks like, as long as she’ll ride 
in the parade. 

Lirrte Wircn: Of course I’ll ride, 
Mother. I’ll ride and carry my lan- 
tern. (Holds up lantern) 1 know 
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every witch will want one for next 
year’s parade. 

Scarecrow: I’ll start a class in jack- 
o’-lantern making. 

Buiack Cart: And I'll start one in Hal- 
loween noises. My voice has never 
been in better form. (He howls 
loudly.) 

Wrrcu Doctor: I can do better than 
that. (He howls louder.) 

Lrrrie Wircu (Smiling and holding up 
lantern): You see — with my friend 
jack-o’-lantern beside me I’m not 
afraid of you, Witch Doctor. I’m 
not afraid of anything tonight. Just 
try to scare me. (She leads the group 
around in a circle and then out. All 
make appropriate Halloween noises as 
they march.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Tim Litrrie Witcr 


Characters: 1 male; 2 female; Owl, Bat, Black 
Cat, Ghost and Scarecrow may be male or 
female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: The Witches wear traditional cos- 
tumes. The Witch Doctor wears a skeleton 
costume and carries a grotesque mask. The 
Scarecrow is dressed in old patched clothes 
that are too big for him. The Ghost wears a 
sheet. The Bat is dressed in black and has 
cardboard wings sewed onto the sleeves of 
his costume. The Cat wears a dark sweater 
and dark trousers. He has a tail and wears 
a cap with ears sewed on it. The Owl wears 
brown clothes and has a half-mask showing 
large yellow eyes. 

Properties: Big black handkerchief, broom, 
jack-o’-lantern. 

Setting: The woods. In the background 
stands Mother Witch’s house. If possible, 
the door of the house should open so that 
Mother Witch and Little Witch can make 
their entrance on stage from the house. 
There is a bench downs left and a fake 
fire upstage center over which an old black 
kettle is hanging. Various shrubs and cut 
greens give a woodsy effect. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Characters 
Wispy, a little ghost 
Scary, a ghost 
Haunry, a ghost 
FRIGHTFUL, @ ghost 
Berry 
BosBy 
ALICE 
Tommy 
SUSAN 

Serine: Outdoors. 

At Rise: Guosts enter in single file 
from left. They walk in slow giant 
strides, lifting their legs high as they 
go. Their hands are raised above their 
heads, their nands cla ved 

Guosts: Wo0000, wooo, wooo, weee! 
Who do you think that we can be? 
Halloween ghosts afoot tonigat, 
Out to give the world a ‘right. 

Scary: I’m so scary that }’m even a 
little afraid of myself. Boo! (T'rembles) 

Haunty: I lived in a hanted house 
once, and got lots of practice. There 
I could scare people all the time, not 
just on Halloween. 

FRiGHTFvuL: I lived in the cemetery all 
last year. The scares I gave there 
were something to see! You should’ve 
come there. 

Havunty: Not me. It’s too creepy. 

Wispy: And I’m so scary that I — 

FrigutTFu. (Interrupting): You? You 
couldn’t scare a flea! 

Scary: You’re so little that people 
won’t even see you. 

Havunty: They’ll look right through 
you and not even know you’re there. 


. 
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25PY 


by Claribel Spamer 


Wispy (Angrily): They'll hear me. 
(The other Guosts laugh.) Listen! 
Woooeee! Screee-ooh-eeee! 

Scary: You sound like a wet cat. 

Havnty: Or a wood owl. 

Wispy (Stamping his foot): You'll see! 

FRIGHTFUL (Jeering) : Yes, we shall see. 
Here come two children right now. 
It is almost dark so it is time to be- 
gin. We shall let you have the field 
all to yourself, Wispy. Shan’t we, 
Haunty and Scary? 

Scary: Yes, Frightful. See what you 
can do, Wispy. All by yourself. 
We'll watch. (Haunty, Scary, and 
FRIGHTFUL hide behind trees. Wispy 
moves toward rear of stage and waits. 
Berry and Bossy enter from right.) 

Berry: Hurry, Bobby. It is getting 
dark and I’m scared. 

Bossy: Pooh! What’s there to be 
scared of? 

Berry: Well— it is Halloween, you 
know. 

Bossy (Shivering): Mmm, I know. It 
is just a little scary at that. (Looks 
behind him) 

Wispy (Stepping in front of them and 
raising hands, clawed): Oooo-eeee! 

Berry (Starting): I hear an owl! 

Bossy: And look. (Points at Wispy) 
Bits of fog rising from the ground. 
We’d better get home and get into 
our Halloween costumes. (They hurry 
offstage at left. Wispy stamps his 
foot, folds his arms, and pouts. The 
others come out from hiding and 
laugh.) 





Wispy (Defiantly): They were brave, 
that’s all. They wouldn’t have been 
afraid of you, either. 

FRIGHTFUL: Betty came to the ceme- 
tery once last year, and I scared her 
plenty, let me tell you. 

Wispy (Looking toward right): Here 
come two more children. Let me try 
again. I’ll show you yet! 

Havunty: All right. We'll give you 
another chance. (Winks at Scary) 
You need it. (They all hide.) 

Wispy: This time I’ll try from the top 
of the hill. That might make me 
look bigger. (Goes behind tree farthest 
to left. Auice and Tommy enter from 
right.) 

Tommy: Hooray, hooray! Tonight is 
Halloween! 

AuicE: What are you going to wear? 

Tommy: That’s telling, Alice. (WisPy 
jumps out from behind tree and jumps 
up and down, throwing his arms up 
in the air and waving them as he does 
So.) 

Auice (Pointing): What’s that? 

Tommy: It’s a kite, I guess. Someone 
is flying it from over the hill. 

Auice: Oh. Let’s hurry, Tommy. I’m 
eager to dress up for tonight. (They 
exit at left. GHosts come out from 
hiding, and Wisry comes back toward 
center.) 

Wispy: If I’d made noise — 

Scary (Laughing): Why didn’t you? 

Wispy: I thought I might be more 
frightening if I were silent — (The 
three other Guosts hold their sides 
with laughter.) Be quiet! (Wipes 
away a tear) What good is a ghost 
who can’t scare anyone? 

Haunty (Scornfully): Want to try 


again? I see a little girl coming. 
(Gestures toward left) 

Wispy (Looking toward left): She’s cry- 
ing. I can’t scare her. 

Scary: What difference does that 
make? 

FRIGHTFUL: It ought to be very easy if 
she’s upset already. 


Wispy: Well, it’s so mean — 


Haunty: No wonder you are such a 
poor ghost! 

Wispy (Crossly): O.K., hide! Give me 
one more chance. (They nod agree- 
ment and hide. Wispy withdraws a 
bit toward right. Susan enters from 
left. She is wiping her eyes, and look- 
ing down.) 

Susan: Oh dear, I am surely lost! I’ve 
no idea where home is. (Wispy starts 
to make frightening gestures, shakes 
his head, and stops.) 

Wispy (Aside): Oh, I just can’t do it! 

Susan (Looking up): Why, there’s 
smoke. Maybe it is from my chim- 
ney at home! 

Wispy (Looking behind him): Smoke? 
(Other Guosts laugh softly behind 
their trees.) She means me! 

Susan: Oh, I do hope I am right. 
(Starts toward Wispy.) 

Wispy: You're right, little girl, be- 
cause I just can’t scare you. I think 
you’re frightened enough. I'll be 
your smoke and lead you home. 
(Drifts offstage at right.) 

Susan (Peering): It’s getting dark and 
is hard to see. It’s very hard to 
tell just how far away that smoke is, 
but I shall follow it, at any rate. 
(Exits at right. GHosts come out of 
hiding and laugh and slap each other 
on the back.) 





FRIGHTFUL: Poor little Wispy! 
better resign. 

Haunty: Can’t scare a flea. 

Scary: Leads a little girl home on 
Halloween, of all nights! (Wispy re- 
enters from right.) 

Wispy: You win. I can’t scare anyone. 
Not even a flea. 

Scary: Ho, ho, ho! 

Fricutrut: Didn’t we tell you? 

Havunty: What a ghost! 

Wispy (Smiling): But I don’t care. 
Pretty soon I shall grow up, and 
that will be time enough. 

Havnty: Listen to him! Time enough 
— and tonight is Halloween. 

Scary: Ho, ho, ho! 

Wispy: But I had more fun than you'll 
ever have tonight. I took the little 
girl home. You should have seen 


He’d 


how glad she was. And her mother. 


I like being smoke in Susan’s chim- 
ney. 

FRIGHTFUL: Some ghost you are! 

Wispy (Furiously): Is that so? (Leaps 
at him, clawing at the air) Ya-a-hhhh! 
(FRIGHTFUL jumps with fright, turns, 
and runs offstage at left shrieking) 
Ya-a-hhhh! (Leaps at Scary and then 
at Haunty. They too rush offstage at 
left shrieking.) Well! (Laughs) Think 
of that! I scared a ghost! Three of 
them, in fact. I sure am having the 
most fun of anyone this Halloween. 
(Struts, raising legs high in the air) 
Wooo, wooo, wam! 
Who do you think I am? 
Smoke, or fog, or a kite? 
But I scare ghosts tonight! 
(Exits at right with hands raised claw- 
ing the air and making eerie sounds) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


WIsPy 


Characters: 6 male; 3 female; however, the 
ghosts may be male and female or all fe- 


male if desired. 


Playing Time: 8 minutes. 


Costumes: The ghosts may wear white sheets 


and odd masks. 


The children are dressed 
in everyday clothes. 


Properties: No special properties needed. 


Setting: Outdoors. Can be very simple. A 
few cardboard trees or some cut greens are 


all that are essential. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Four 





A Rest for Mr. Winkle 


by Vernon Howard 


Characters 

Mr. WINKLE, meek and tired business- 
man 

CHARLEY Bumpas, manager of Busy 
Bee 

Jutrus Crackris, recreational leader 

Cuer SALAMI, dietician 

Scene: Lobby of Busy Bee mountain 
resort. 

At Rise: CHarLey Bumpas is working 
at registration desk. Mr. WINKLE 
slowly enters with a book and pipe. 
He comfortably settles himself, obvi- 
ously preparing for a long, quiet read- 
ing period. No sooner is he seated 


than CHARLEY Bumpas spies him 
and rushes over. 
Bumpas (Loud and lively): Mr. Winkle, 


sir! How is your first morning at 
Busy Bee? You can count on me — 
old Charley Bumpas — to show you 
an exciting time. We’re all just a 
bunch of busy bees in this hive. 
(Laughing at own joke) Ha! Yes, sir! 
I dare say your mind won’t have a 
vacant moment once we get going. 
(Holds up palm as if in oath) Keep 
our guests busy! That’s our motto. 
(Rubs hands together) Now, then, 
Mr. Winkle, what would you like to 
do today? Horseback riding, hunt- 
ing, fishing, hiking, swimming, horse- 
shoes? You name it — old Charley 
Bumpas will supply it. 

WINKLE (Meekly): If you don’t mind, 
I just as soon sit here and read. 
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(Holds up book) This is a very good 
mystery. All about a music teacher— 

Bumpas (Interrupting with a shout): 
Music! Ha! So you are a music 
lover. Well! We’ll soon take care of 
that. Yes, sir! (As he withdraws, 
WINKLE blinks, sighs, and resettles 
with book. Bumpas goes behind desk, 
gets a record player and sets it up on a 
table directly in back of WINKLE. 
Grinning broadly at his little surprise, 
Bumpas sets the needle on the record. 
At the first sound of the music —a 
brassy military march — WINKLE 
leaps from his chair in shock, his book 
and pipe flying.) 

Bumpas (Pointing at record player and 
shouting above music): How do you 
like that, Mr. Winkle? We think of 
everything, don’t we? 

WinkLe (Tired and patient as he lifts 
needle, then gets book and resettles 
himself): I'd rather spend a quiet 
morning with my book. A music 
teacher is murdered at a gymnasium 
during a — 

Bumpas (Throwing up hands): Gym- 
nasium! Why didn’t you say so? 
So you’re the athletic type? (Calling 
into wing) Julius! (To WINKLE) 
That’s Julius Crackrib, our recrea- 
tional director. 

WINELE (Protesting): But — 

Bumpas: Tut, tut, Mr. Winkle, I 
won’t stand for any of your mod- 
esty. Bet you were the champion 





weight lifter in your senior class . . . 
(CRAcCKRIB rushes in, dribbling a 
basketball) 

Bumpas: Julius, meet Mr. Winkle. 
Mr. Winkle tells me he was the 
heavyweight boxing champion of 
his class... . 

Crackris (Shoving ball into WINKLE’s 
stomach): Ha! Ha! Put ’er there, 
Mr. Winkle. Put ’er there! Ha! 
Ha! Heavyweight boxing champion, 
eh? Well, well! Maybe you’d like to 
go a few rounds. (Spars around, 
lightly tapping WINKLE on face and 
chest) The old one, two, three. One, 
two, three. Boom! (He delivers a 


light blow to the jaw which floors 
WINKLE. WINKLE groggily gets up.) 
Bumpas (As he beamingly approves the 
action): Perhaps Mr. Winkle is the 
wrestling type. 
(Drawing himself up): 


CRACKRIB 
Wrestling, eh, you old fox? How 
about trading a few step-over toe 
holds or flying mares? Watch out, 
here I come. (CRACKRIB crouches 
and approaches WINKLE who is sag- 
ging helplessly. Crackris suddenly 
twists WINKLE’s arm into a half 
Nelson.) Ha! Caught you off guard 
that time! Now for a little leverage. 
(Twists, turns, and stretches Win- 
KLE’s arm) Ha! I hear those little 
old vertebrae snapping. Looks like 
I’m about to take the first fall. (He 
pulls WINKLE to the floor and holds 
his shoulders down.) 

Bumpas (Counting WINKLE out): One, 
two, three. (Holds up CRrackrIB’s 
hand) The winnah! Julius Crackrib! 
(CRACKRIB jumps about, hands 
clasped above head in victory clasp as 
if inaring. He scoops up his basket- 


ball and dribbles.) 

WINKLE (Drags himself to chair. He 
sprawls there with floppy arms and 
legs. He manages to motion toward 
his book on the floor): Please, Mr. 
Bumpas. Could I just sit here and 
read my book? In it this musician is 
murdered at the gymnasium by eat- 
ing poisoned popcorn. Some food 
poisoner .. . 

Bumpas (To Crackris): Did you hear 
what he said. Food! 

CrackriB: That means just one thing. 

Bumpas: And that one thing is — 

Crackris (Loudly as he gestures up- 
ward): Chef Salami! 

Satami (Entering with a trayful of 
oddly assorted dishes and raw vege- 
tables): Did I hear my name called? 
I’m certainly in demand these days. 
(Seeing WINKLE) Well, well, what 
have we here? 

Bumpas: We have here Mr. Winkle 
who is interested in just one thing. 
Crackris (Stage whispering into 
Sa.Lami’s ear): Food! He’s a lover of 

fine foods! 

Saami (Delighted as he sets tray on 
table next to WINKLE. WINKLE man- 
ages a faint protesting gesture which is 
ignored): I must say, Mr. Winkle, 
you look like you need some good 
strong nourishment to see you 
through the day. (Examines tray) 
Let me see what on earth I have pre- 
pared today. (WINKLE groans.) Ah! 
(Selects a dish)  Here’s an old 
favorite Yugoslavian recipe handed 
down from one dying cook to another. 
It consists of curried turtle eggs, 
mixed with shavings of dried rhu- 
barb, plus a cup of mashed arti- 
choke roots and topped with a gen- 





erous portion of candied water cress. 
Simply dee-licious! (Forces a spoon- 
ful into WINKLE’s mouth.) 

Bumpas (Jo Saami as he takes a 
spoonful of another dish): Oh, ho, you 
sly little creature; give my favorite 
casserole to the peasants, eh? Well, 
one must learn to share the good 
things of life. (Forces spoonful into 
WINKLE’s mouth) Here you are, you 
fortunate, fortunate fellow. Know 
what it is? (WINKLE groans and 
shakes head.) No? Well neither 
does anyone else because it’s a secret 
recipe. Am I right, Chef Salami? 

Saxamt: So secret that I don’t know 
what’s in it myself. It sometimes 
frightens me. (WINKLE groans.) 

Crackris (Suddenly delighted at find- 
ing his favorite dish. It is a thick, 
gooey substance): Lookee, the dessert 
of royalty: stuffed anchovies with 


butterscotch frosting. (Hungrily rubs 
stomach as WINKLE groans) Just sink 
your molars into this, Mr. Winkle, 
and I promise you something will 
happen. Yes, sir, you won’t be the 


same man again . . . (Forces spoon 
into WINKLE’s mouth. WINKLE 
shoots upright, totters for a moment, 
then falls to the floor.) 

Crackris (Jo Bumpas and SALAMI as 
they smile down at WINKLE): Gets 
‘em every time, I tell you. Salami, 
you’re a wizard! (WINKLE drags 
himself to his feet, exhausted.) 

Bumpas (70 CRAcCKRIB and SALAMI as 
he hurriedly exits): You know what? 
I think Mr. Winkle wishes to read. 

Crackris (Rushing offstage): Why 
didn’t he say so? 

SaLami (Rushing offstage): Well, we 


certainly know what to do about 
that! (Bumpas, CRACKRIB, and 
SALAMI return, their arms loaded with 
books and magazines.) 

Bumpas (Dropping books into WINKLE’s 
lap): There’s a good mystery story 
in there. Called, Murder in the Bird 
House. 

Saami (Dumping books into WINKLE’s 
lap): Here’s a bunch of technical 
things on bridge building in Peru. 

Crackris (Reading titles as he tosses 
books into W1nKuE’s lap): Hmmm. 
How To Mask Your Stupidity; The 
Psychological Effects of Being Be- 
headed; The Care and Feeding of 
Dinosaurs. Hmmm, that’s an old 
one. There you are, Winkle, old 
man. Going to be content now? 

WINKLE (Pushing himself clear of 
books and holding up his original 
book): Just... one... thing... 

Bumpas (As_ they crowd close to 
WINKLE): Yes? 

WINELE (Gasping): This... murder... 
story. It tells of a killer who put 
three people away in a very... 
strange . . . fashion. 

Sauamti: Oh? 

WINKLE: They were slaughtered with 
books. 

Crackris (Incredulous): With .. . 
books? 

Bumpas: How remarkable. 
he do it? 

WINELE (Slowly rising to his feet as he 
gathers his strength): Like . . . this! 
(He furiously hurls books at Bumpas, 
CRACKRIB, and SALAMI, driving them 


offstage.) 


How did 


THE END 





Part Five 


United Nations Day 





Turning the Tables 


by Aileen Fisher and Olive Rabe 


Characters 

Vivian Scort, about 17 

SHERMAN Scort, III (Sumer), about 20 

Harey Scort, about 16 

SHERMAN Scorrt, II 

ELIZABETH, his wife 

GRANDFATHER Scort (Gov.) 

GRraM Scorr 

SetTrinG: Living room of awell-furnished 
home. 

Time: Spring vacation for SHERMAN 
Scorr, III. 

At Rise: VIVIAN 1s at the telephone. 

Vivian: Oh, not tonight, Marge. . . 
No, I haven’t a date. But Sherm 
came home for spring vacation yes- 
terday, and he’s upset the family 
terribly about something. ... No. I 
wish I knew. Dad took him to the 
Bar Association luncheon this noon 
and it seems Sherm said something. 
... They’ve always counted on him 
being in the law firm, you know. 
Dad’s madder than a hatter... . 
Sherm? Oh, he’s fine. But I’m 
sticking around tonight. Grandad’s 
coming over, and there’s sure to be 
fireworks. Say, Marge, what about 
Friday night? Everything all set? . . . 
Good. I’ve decided to wear my yel- 
low dress, after all. (SHERM appears 
at door.) Oh, here’s Sherm looking 
for me. Call you later, Marge. 
(Hangs up, hurries to her brother) 
What’s it all about, Sherm? 

SHERM: What? 


77 


Vivian: There’s electricity in the air 
around here. 

SueErm: Is there? 

Vivian: You ought to know Dad by 
this time. When he gets that white 
line around his mouth. . . 

SueEroM: Electrifying, all right. 

Vivian: Come on, what happened at 
the Bar Association meeting? 

SuERM: I guess I must have said some- 
thing, Viv. 

Vivian: I guess you must have. What? 

SuerM: Well, they asked me to say a 
few words as a potential member of 
the bar . . . Scott, Scott, and Scott, 
you know... 

ViviAN: Dad and Grandad have planned 
it that way since the day you were 
born. 

SueErm: Oh, no doubt long before 1 was 
born! (They both laugh.) 

VIVIAN: So? 

SuermM: Well, I seem to have put my 
foot in it . . . (HARLEY appears at 
door beaming at SHERM.) 

Haruey: Say, Sherm, that’s a sharp 
sport coat you’ve got — that tweed 
with the red specks. Just fits me, 
with a sweater underneath. How 
about letting me wear it to the 
basketball game tomorrow night? 
I’ll do as much for you sometime. 

SuERm: I suppose the orlon shirt I got 
for my birthday just fits you too! 

Haruey: I’m just interested in the 
coat. The shirt’s too big. Come on, 





Sherm. What’ll you take? 

SuHerM (Getting an idea, pulling a 
pamphlet out of his pocket): I assume 
you’ve learned to read, now that 
you’re a sophomore in high school, 
Harley. Look, you read every word 
in this pamphlet and you can wear 
that coat all the time I’m home. 

Har ey (Hesitating) : What’s the catch? 

SuHerm: No catch. (Hands him the 
pamphlet) It isn’t even hard reading. 
And for a guy who likes animals the 
way youdo... 

Vivian: Much good it ever did him. 

Harwey: I started begging for a pony 
when I was three years old. Now 
it’s too late. (Shrugs, looks at 
pamphlet) 

Suerm: You'll read it? 

Haruey: Sure. Gee, thanks, Sherm. 


I’ll knock their eyes out with that 


sport coat. (He hurries out.) 

SHERM: Reminds me, Viv, I’ve got 
something for you to read too. 
(Takes out another pamphlet) Ought 
to be right up your alley if you go on 
with Home Ec at college next year. 

Vivian (Taking the pamphlet): I'd 
much rather hear about the Bar 
Association luncheon. 

Suerm: Look, they’re calling me on the 
carpet in just about twenty minutes. 
I’ve got to marshal my reinforce- 
ments. If you’re in the music room 
reading, Viv, you can hear every- 
thing. When things get too hot, 
maybe you can come to my rescue... 

Vivian: I’ll do anything I can, Sherm. 
But I must say I’d hate to be in your 
shoes with the legal brains of Scott 
and Scott against you. 

Suerm: I’ll make out somehow. 
you later. (Hurries out. 


See 
VIVIAN 


stands looking at the pamphlet. She 
gets interested and curls up in chair to 
read. In a moment or two SHERMAN 
Scort, II (Faruer) and EvizaBetu 
(MorHER) come in.) 

FaruHer: The young upstart! 

Moruer (Indicating Vivian): Careful, 
Sherman! 

Fatuer: Vivian, would you mind 
reading somewhere else this even- 
ning? Your grandfather and grand- 
mother are due here in . . . (Consults 
watch) a few minutes . . . and we 
have an important family matter to 
talk over with Sherm. 

Vivian (Innocently): Is anything the 
matter with Sherm? 

Moruer: No, of course not, Vivian. 
But something has come up concern- 
ing his . . . education. 

Vivian: I bet it’s all those pre-law 
courses you insisted on, Dad. Ethics! 
Logic! Pol. Econ.! They’re prob- 
ably running him ragged. Hashe... 
has he flunked, or something? 

FaTuer: Certainly not. 

Moruer: There are cther comfortable 
chairs in the house, Vivian. We'll 
call you if we need you. That’s a 
good girl. (Notices the pamphlet) 
What’s the pamphlet? 

Vivian: Something new about nutri- 
tion . . . and malnutrition. 

Farner: Well, Vivian, I’m glad to see 
you keep up your interest in home 
economics. Very glad indeed. There’s 
nothing like knowing your own mind 
and sticking to it! 

Vivian: Are you implying that Sherm 
doesn’t know his own mind, Dad? 
Faruer: Now, run along. At least his 
father and grandfather know what’s 

best for him. 





Vivian (Going): Yes, you always have 
known, haven’t you? Even before 
he was born . . . (Goes out) 

Farner (Pacing floor): | tell you, 
Elizabeth, I never was more embar- 
rassed in my life. Talk about want- 
ing to fall through the floor. And 
you should have heard the eloquent 
silence after he had his little say. 

Moruer: But how did he happen to 
talk, Sherman? 

FatHer: Oh, we were at one of the 
smaller tables-—— ten of us, mostly 
old friends. They know Father and I 
are counting on Sherm to come into 
the firm with us when he finishes 
law school. So it seemed like a 
courteous thing to do . . . to ask for 
a few words... 

Moruenr: Yes, of course. 

Fatuer: He resisted. I’ll say that 
much for him. It was obvious he 
didn’t want to talk. Out of con- 
sideration for my feelings, I hope. 

Moruer: Of course, Sherman. 

FatuHErR: But they finally kidded him 
into it. 

Moruer: And .. . what exactly did he 
say, Sherman? 

Fatuer: As near as I can remember, 
he said this: “My friends, I am afraid 
I am a guest here today under false 
pretenses. I apologize. I haven’t 
even told my father yet . . . but I 
have decided not to go ahead with 
the study of law.” 

Moruer: Oh! As bold as that? 

Fatuer (Still quoting): “I have found 
another line of work that appeals to 
me much more strongly. That is 
work for the United Nations .. . 
preferably through UNESCO.” 

Moruer (Horrified): UNESCO! Why 


Sherman, didn’t you tell me that 
was the worst part of the United 
Nations — Communistic, and every- 
thing? 

Farner: I certainly have lost no love 
on UNESCO, Elizabeth. 

Moruer: Aren’t you on a committee or 
something, didn’t you say? 

Fatuer: That was the hardest rub of 
all. Yes, Elizabeth, I am chairman 
of a committee that is working to 
get the School Board to agree to pro- 
hibit all teaching about UNESCO 
in the schools of the county. And 
to have a son of mine... 

Moruer: To have a son of yours stand 
up before your friends on . . . on the 
opposite side of the case. Oh, Sher- 
man, how awful. 

Fatuer: Believe me, I didn’t know 
where to look. 

Moruer: What did your father say? 

FaTuer: He wasn’t at the luncheon .. . 
had a hearing on that Seaside Light 
and Power case. I had time to tell 
him only briefly when he got back to 
the office just before closing time. 
Naturally he’s upset. We've read 
the same charges against UNESCO 
in literature that’s come to the of- 
fice, and we feel the same way about 
it. In fact, as I’ve no doubt men- 
tioned more than once, we have our 
reservations about the whole idea of 
the United Nations. 

Moruer: Yes, I know. You’ve often 
objected to the expense . . . the ter- 
rible cost to the poor taxpayer. 

FatTHerR: Not only that, Elizabeth. 
But the threat to our sovereignty as 
a nation. Getting mixed up. . 
tangled up . . . in world affairs. And 
now Sherm.. . 





Moruer (Consolingly): Don’t worry, 
dear. He’s still so young. You 
know how children are. They don’t 
know their own minds. I’m sure 
when you: and your father get 
through talking to him tonight, he’ll 
see he’s made a mistake. 

Fatuer: If he isn’t convinced, I ques- 
tion if it is my parental duty to keep 
sending him to college. Yes, Eliza- 
beth, it’s cut that deep! If Sherm 
wants to give up everything we’ve 
worked for all these years .. . you 
know how Father and I have counted 
on the firm being Scott, Scott, and 
Scott . . . he can make his own way, 
without any more help from me. 

Moruer: Of course, it won’t come to 
that. It can’t. It just can’t! (There 
is a call offstage.) 

Farner: That must be Mother and 
Dad. (Hurries out. Evizaseru looks 
around room, straightens pillows, etc. 
FaTuHER returns with elder Scorr and 
his wife. Greetings are exchanged.) 

Gram: Where’s Sherm? I thought this 
family gathering was about Sherm. 

FatueEr: He’! be here in a few minutes. 
We wanted to talk over strategy 
first. 

Gram: What is it all about, Sherman? 
Your father mumbled something 
about a Bar Association luncheon 
and Sherm making a little speech 
.. . but I can’t make head, tail, or 
ribs out of it. 

Fatuer: You will, Mother. It will all 
come out when Gov. and I cross- 
examine him. 

Gov.: What’s the plan of attack? I 
don’t think we should be in too much 
of a hurry, but break him down 
point by point. It shouldn’t be too 


difficult, Sherman. After all, this is 
probably no more than a whim, 
based on a smattering of evidence. 
He’s an intelligent boy. He’ll capitu- 
late. 

Gram: What chance will Sherm have 
with you two badgering him? I 
think it’s only fair to hear his side, 
from beginning to end. 

Farner (Belligerently): Not till he’s 
heard ours! I can’t have a boy of 
mine making a fool of me before my 
friends. I must have that under- 
stood at the outset. 

Gram: I don’t believe for a minute he 
hurt you intentionally, son. 

Faruer: Intentional or not .. . it hurt. 
(To elder Scorr) Do you remember 
all those charges against UNESCO, 
Gov.? 


Gov.: More or less. Communistic. 


Advocating world government. Anti- 


religious. Undermining our child- 
ren’s loyalties. I don’t recall who 
wrote or published the pamphlets, 
though. Main thing that struck me 
was the threat of Communism. We 
can’t have that sort of thing in the 
schools! 

Moruer: Goodness, no. 

Gram: I’m sure Sherm is as much op- 
posed to Communism as any of us. 
Farner: A point at a time, then, 
Father. Well, we might as well get it 
over with. (Calls at door) Sherm! 

Sherm! 

Gram: Don’t be too hard on him. Give 
him a chance. Don’t try to back 
him into a corner... you and your 
legal minds. Young folks have their 
rights, too. 

FarHer: Yes, yes, Mother. (SHERM 
comes in, greets his grandparents.) 





SxHerM: I’m awfully sorry. I seem to 
have upset the apple cart around 
here. (7'o Farner) I didn’t want to 
go to that luncheon with you, Dad. 
You know that. But you kept in- 
sisting, and I didn’t want to hurt 
your feelings. 

FatuHerR: You might have told me you 
had doubts about law school without 
springing it like that . . . in front of 
everyone. 

SuerM: What chance did I have to 
talk to you alone, Dad? You were 
busy up to the minute we left the 
office . . . and last night, you know 


how much activity there was. Be- 
sides, I had no idea they’d ask me 
to say anything. 

Gov.: And just what are your doubts 
about law school, Sherm? All of a 
sudden. 

SuerM: They aren’t doubts, Gov. I’m 


clear in my own mind. I don’t want 
to be a member of any law firm, not 
even Scott and Scott. Maybe it 7s 
rather sudden. (Turns to FatrueEr) 
But you got me into it, Dad... 

Faruer: I! 

SHerm: You insisted I take certain 
courses, remember . . . as background 
for law? 

FatueR: Naturally I am in a position 
to advise you. 

SuEerm: Well, one thing you insisted on 
was Political Science. 

Fatuer: Yes. 

SuHEermM: I’ve been taking it all year. 
But it wasn’t until the second semes- 
ter when the whole Social Science 
Department began working on the 
United Nations Week program, that 
the subject came alive to me. Boy, 
what a program! We had a week of 
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speeches and round-tables and panels, 
covering every aspect of the UN, pro 
and con. We had speakers from all 
over the country. I learned more in 
that one week than I ever learned 
before in my life. And it did some- 
thing to me. . . something that think- 
ing about practicing law never did. 
Why, the days of the pioneer aren’t 
over! The whole world is a frontier . . 

Gram: What an _ interesting idea, 
Sherm! 

Fatuer: And so you got inspired... . 
and came home... and... and prac- 
tically insulted me in front of my 
friends. 

SuerRM: Insulted you, Dad? Just be- 
cause law doesn’t happen to appeal 
to me as much as it does to you? 

Farner: Not that entirely. What you 
said about UNESCO! 

SuerM: I didn’t say anything about 
UNESCO except that I’d like to 
work for it. 

Moruer: That’s just it, Sherm. Don’t 
you see? Your father is on a com- 
mittee against UNESCO. Just what 
is it again, Sherman? 

FatuEr: We're trying to get the School 
Board to prohibit all teaching about 
UNESCO in the schools of this 
county. I happen to be chairman of 
the committee. 

SuerM (Aghast): Dad! That can’t be 
true. 

FatuEr: Why not? 

SuHERM: Do you mean to say that you, 
a lawyer, a member of the august 
firm of Scott and Scott, have been 
taken in by all that false propaganda 
against UNESCO? 

FaTHER: False propaganda? 

SHERM (Excited): I suppose you get 





leaflets at the office that claim 
UNESCO is trying to warp the 


minds of our school children, so they * 


will come to believe in world govern 
ment .. . that UNESCO is Com- 
munistic . . . and anti-religious... . 
and stuff like that. 

Ov. : Those are serious charges, Sherm, 
I can tell you. We can’t have the 
United Nations or UNESCO de- 
stroying our American sovereignty 
and our sacred Constitution. 

Suerm: Et tu, Gov.! Listen. There’s 
not a word in the Charter of the 
United Nations or in the set-up of 
any of the specialized agencies that 
advocates world government. Have 
you read the Charter of the UN, by 
the way? 

Gov.: Can’t say that I have. Have 
you, Sherman? (Farner shakes his 
head.) 


Suerm: Yet you’d head a committee 
against it! 

Fatuer: The committee is against 
UNESCO. I’ve read some literature 
about that. 


SuHerM (Taking pamphlet from pocket) : 
Have you happened to read any- 
thing about our National Com- 
mittee for UNESCO? 

Gram: You mean, Sherm, that our 
country has a National Committee 
for UNESCO? 

Suerm: It certainly has. And sixty of 
our leading organizations are repre- 
sented on it . . . among them the 
United States Chamber of Com- 
merce. As I recall, the firm of Scott 
and Scott has always been strong for 
the U. 8. Chamber of Commerce. 
(FaruErR and Gov. look at each other 
blankly.) 


Suerm: Our big religious associations 
are on the Commission too — Prot- 
estant, Catholic, and Jewish. 

Gram: For UNESCO? It can’t be 
anti-religious, if that’s the case! 

SuHERM: Both Houses of Congress have 
a representative on the Commission, 
and so has the Office of Education. 

Moruer (70 Farner, tentatively): 
Sherman, perhaps you were making 
a mistake... 

Faruer: All right, all right, what has 
the Commission done . . . that’s 
what I’d like to know? 

SHERM (Passing report to his Farner): 
Here’s a statement authorized by 
our National Commission, Dad. 
Read those parts aloud, there . 
marked in red. 

FarHer (Reading): “We resent at- 
tacks on our educators who teach 
about UNESCO and the United 
Nations...” 

Moruer (Nervously): Is it too late for 
you to resign from that committee? 

SHERM: Keep reading, Dad. 

Fatuer (Reading): “Those attacks 
often emanate from groups which 
hide their identity under titles de- 
ceptively like those of honorable or- 
ganizations. Such offenders are in 
many cases the notorious supporters 
of totalitarianism .. . carryitig on 
falsely in the name of patriotism.” 

SuerM: I’m afraid that’s the kind of 
propaganda the firm of Scott and 
Scott has been swallowing. Dad, I 
had no idea you would ever head a 
committee to thwart education! 

Farner (Unnerved): | . . . I didn’t 
know about this. 

Gov.: It didn’t occur to us to dig up 
the facts. 





SuHerm: And what about this? (Takes 
more literature from pocket) This is a 
special report of the President’s In- 
vestigating Committee into charges 
against UNESCO. 

Gram: My goodness, Sherm, maybe 
you should be a lawyer! 

Gov.: I didn’t realize the President 
instigated an investigation. 

Suerm: Here it is — “An Appraisal of 
UNESCO,” based on a long and 
thorough examination. I take it 
Scott and Scott is still in favor of 
the President of the United States? 

Moruer: Why, of course, Sherm. 

Suerm: The President’s Committee de- 
cided there is absolutely no founda- 
tion for the charge that UNESCO is 
dominated by Communists. Why, 
Russia doesn’t even belong to UN- 
ESCO. It has opposed UNESCO at 
every turn. Hungary, Czechoslo- 
vakia and Poland, Russia’s satellites, 
used to belong, but resigned. And 
do you know why Poland resigned? 
Because it claimed UNESCO was 
dominated by American imperialists! 

Gram: Of all things. 

Gov.: Is that true, Sherm? 

SuermM: That’s only part of it. The 
President’s Committee decided there 
is no foundation for the charge that 
UNESCO advocates world govern- 
ment. In fact, it’s given UNESCO a 
clean slate all down the line. (Passes 
“Appraisal” to Farner) So, you see, 
Dad, you really can’t blame me, can 
you, for mentioning UNESCO and 
saying I wanted to work for it. How 
could I imagine that you, with your 
sense of evidence, would fall for 
propaganda like that without check- 
ing up on it? 


Gram: He’s right, Sherman. How 


could he know? 

Suerm: It just seems to me that we’re 
never going to have a peaceful world 
so long as half the people on the 
globe can’t read or write, can’t have 
access to facts and figures and ideas. 
And that’s the way it is now. And 
that’s one thing UNESCO is trying 
to correct. As far as I’m concerned 
there’s a challenge in a job like that, 
one you won’t find in a law office. 

Gov. (Looking through the pamphlets) : 
The defendant seems to have pre- 
sented some pretty telling exhibits in 
this case, Sherman. There’s no dis- 
puting this kind of evidence. I think, 
for the sake of the reputation of the 
firm, you must try to disband that 
anti-U NESCO committee tomorrow. 

Gram: Why wait till tomorrow? 

FatHEeR (Sputtering): There’s still the 
matter of costs. That piercing thorn 
in the side of the taxpayer. These 
telling exhibits, as you call them, 
Gov., carefully avoid all mention of 
cost. 

Moruer: And the costs are a big 
charge, aren’t they? 

SuHerM: What costs are you worrying 
about, Dad? The expense of an 
agency like UNESCO? Or the whole 
United Nations? 

FatHer: UNESCO... the UN... all 
of it. The taxpayer is staggering 
without all this extra burden of 
expense. 

SuHeEeRM: Just what are the latest figures 
you have on it? 

FatHER (Obviously caught): Well .. . 
you see so many different figures in 
the paper. So many millions for 
this, so many millions for that. I 





notice they carefully avoid putting 
down a total yearly figure . . . for 
fear it would shock the taxpayer. 

SuerM: That’s an unfair statement, 
Dad. The figures are all down for 
anyone to see, if he takes the trouble 
to look. How much do you think 
UNESCO costs each one of us in 
the United States every year? Re- 
member before you answer that it’s 
trying to teach more than a billion 
people in the world how to read and 
write so they can feel they have a 
stake in progress. What’s your 
guess? 

FatuHer (Desperately, to Gov.): Gov., 
you're better at figures than I am. 
Gov. (Trapped): 1...1.. . well, I 
should say . . . UNESCO probably 
takes $20 or $25 out of my pocket 

every year. 

SHerm (Taking two pennies from 
pocket, offering them to Gov.): Gov., 
since you are so oppressed by the 
cost of UNESCO, I’ll be glad to re- 
imburse you for what it cost you last 
year as an American citizen. Here’s 
two cents. 

Gov.: This isn’t a joking matter. 

Suerm: I know it isn’t. It’s serious as 
all get-out. It’s the most serious 
thing in my life right now. The plain 
truth is that the yearly cost of 
UNESCO to each of us is only about 
two cents. 

Gram (70 Gov.): After all your fuss- 
ing, I should think you’d feel like . . . 
like two cents. 

SHEeRM (Producing another pamphlet): 
Here are all the figures. Strictly 
official. The total cost of the United 
Nations, to each of us Americans, 
runs less than seventy-five cents a 
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year. That includes all the specialized 
agencies, the expense of maintaining 
our delegation to the UN. . .every- 
thing. 

Moruer: Seventy-five cents! Why, 
that’s less than a good serving of 
steak! 

SHEeRM: Seventy-five cents a year for 
peace insurance through the United 
Nations! And war preparedness 
costs us several hundred dollars a 
year apiece. (Gestures appealingly) 
Can’t you see what I mean? About 
not wanting to be tied up in an office 
... When there is this bigger thing to 
work for? 

Gram: I can see, Sherm. 

Gov. (Limply): We’ve been counting 
on Scott, Scott and Scott for about 
twenty years... 

Moruer: Well, I don’t see what all the 
fuss is about. You’d think Sherm 
was the only boy in this family. 
After all, there’s Harley. He’d prob- 
able be tickled to death to uphold 
the family tradition. And he sort of 
has the “build” of a lawyer. 

Farner: Harley! That’s right, there zs 
Harley. Got a pretty good head on 
his shoulders, too. 

Gov.: Takes after the Scott side of the 
family, come to think of it. 

Fatuer (Calling): Harley! Harley! 
Are you around? (HARLEY comes in 
wearing the tweed jacket.) 

Fatuer: Oh, you’re just going out? 

Haruey: No, Dad. Why? 

Moruer: You haven’t a chill, have 
you, Harley? 

Harey: Me? 

Moruer: All bundled up like that .. . 

Haruey: Oh... . (Struts, showing off) 
Neat, isn’t it? Sharp, don’t you think? 





FarueEr: Harley, the time has come for 
you to think of something besides 
personal adornment. Have you given 
any consideration to your future? 

Harter: Yes, I have, Dad. Especially 
tonight. 

Gram: What a coincidence! 

FatuEr: We too have been considering 
your future . . . tonight. Sirice 
Sherm has decided he prefers another 
line of work, we suggest you study 
law with an eye to becoming a 
member of the firm. 

Haruey: Me? A legal light? 

Moruer: Of course, Harley. 

Har.ey: A lawyer? 

Gov.: You have it in your blood, boy. 

Haruey: Nothing doing. I just de- 
cided tonight I want to go to Agri- 
cultural College. 

Moruer (Horrified): Agricultural Col- 
lege? Why, Harley, no one on either 


side of the family has been a farmer 
for generations! 
Haruey: I don’t mean I want to be a 


farmer exactly, Mother. But I 
imagine Agricultural College is the 
best place to go to learn to be an 
FAO expert. 

Moruer: What in heaven’s name is an 
FAO expert? (Others look baffled too, 
except SHERM who is chuckling.) 

Har.ey: You mean you don’t know? 

FaTHEeR: (ome, Harley, how long 
have you been concealing this am- 
bition? 

Harey: Ever since I read the booklet 
Sherm gave me .. . this evening. 
(Excited) Say, do you realize there’s 
a terrific job to be done in feeding the 
world? Why, half the world is hun- 
gry right this minute. We’ve got to 
reclaim swamp land, irrigate drought 


land, save livestock from the plague, 
control locusts, build dams, develop 
new seeds, teach people how to use 
modern plows and tools. . . 

Fatuer: And just where do you come 
in, son? 

Haruey: Why, as an FAO expert, I’d 
be in the midst of things. 

Moruer: F...A...O? (VIVIAN ap- 
pears in doorway, stands listening.) 
Hariey: Food and Agriculture Or- 
ganization of the United Nations. 
I’d go all over the world to help 
solve problems and increase food 

production. 

Gov.: You would, would you? 

Har.ey: ’Course, I’ll need a little ex- 
perience after I get through Agri- 
cultural College. But I don’t think 
I could get the experience I need in 
the office of Scott and Scott. So 
you’d better count me out. 

SHERM (Amused): Harley, I’m almost 
ready to let you keep that sport coat. 

Haruey: No kidding? I’d hke to keep 
the pamphlet too, if you don’t mind. 
I bet I can organize a team of FAO 
experts right in this town. 

Fatuer (Mournfully, to Gov.): There 
goes our family tradition, Father. 
Gov. (Mournfully): Seems we’ll have 
to carry on alone, Sherman — you 

and I. 

Vivian: Well, I’m surprised you aren’t 
thinking of getting me into the firm 
as a last resort! 

Gram: Now that’s an idea, Vivian. 
Why shouldn’t they think of you? A 
woman lawyer would add an inter- 
esting modern note. (Accusingly at 
Scort and Scort) I can’t understand 
why you men are always ignoring 
the women. 





Fatuer: To be there’s still 
Vivian, Gov. 

Moruer: Why, yes . . . and even after 
she marries she can keep the name of 
Scott . . . professionally, you know. 

Vivian: The only trouble is, my dears, 
I happen to have my mind set on 
home economics. 

Fatuer: Oh, don’t let a little thing like 
changing your mind bother you, 
Vivian. It’s quite the fashion around 
here. (Shoots knowing glance at 
SuHeRM and Harwey) It would be a 
distinction, I assure you, to have you 
as a member of the firm. Won’t 
you . . . consider changing to law? 

Vivian: Thank you very much, Dad. 
But tonight I’m more sure than ever 
that I want to go in for home ec. 

Faruer: Why tonight? 

Vivian: Ever since I read a pamphlet 
Sherm gave me. (FaTHER and Gov. 


sure, 


throw up their hands.) Why, the mal- 
nutrition in the world is appalling. 


Simply appalling. As a nutrition 
expert I could work either with the 
Children’s Fund of the UN, or with 
the World Health Organization, or 
with the FAO... 

Gov.: Jumping Jehosophat, what’s 
the world coming to! 

Gram: If you ask me, it’s coming to its 
senses. And it’s about time. I think 
it’s wonderful . . . wonderful that 


there are still frontiers to conquer . . . 
and young people who have the 
courage to conquer them. Children, 
I’m proud of you. (She goes over to 
their side.) 

SuerM: Thanks, Gram. 

Moruer (Edging over to children’s side) : 
You know, Sherman, you and your 
father haven’t done too badly all 
these years as just plain Scott and 
Scott ... and I don’t think we should 
let the United Nations go Scott-free. 

FatuHer (To Gov.): Point by point, 
Gov.! We seem to have lost our case. 

Vivian: But the electricity’s gone, and 
that’s the big point! Why, the air in 
this house was so charged tonight I 
was afraid there was going to be a 
blow-up. But it’s all gone now. You 
aren't mad at Sherm any more. 
Really, in your heart, I don’t think 
you blame him a bit. And you’re 
going to disband that committee . . . 

Moruer: Yes, Sherman. I’ll help you 
look up the telephone numbers. 

Suerm: And Gov. is going to write an 
editorial for the Daily Times point- 
ing out how ridiculously low the cost 
of the UN really is. 

Gov. (Grinning): Oh, I am, am I? 

Gram: And now let’s give three cheers 
for the younger generation . 
scoTT, scorT, and scort! 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


TURNING THE TABLES 

Characters: 4 male; 3 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern everyday dress. The first 
time Harley appears he is dressed in a sport 
shirt and trousers. For his second entrance 
he wears a tweed sport coat with a bulky 
sweater underneath. 


Properties: UN literature, pamphlets, reports 
two pennies. 

Setting: A well-furnished living room, con- 
taining couch, easy chairs, bookcases, 

lamps, telephone, telephone table and chair 

etc. There are two entrances, one left and 
one right. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Six 


Radio Play 





The Importance of Beeng Earnest 


by Oscar Wilde 


Adapted for Radio by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
Jack WORTHING 
LANE, a butler 
ALGERNON MONCRIEFF 
Lapy BRACKNELL 
GWENDOLEN |ATRFAX 
Miss Prism 
Crcrry CARDEW 
Dr. O4ASUBLE 
MerxRIMan, a butler 

Musstc: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Jack (A pleasant young man): Half 
Moon Street, West, driver. Algernon 
Moucrieft’s flat — and hurry! 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

LANE (Announcing, in typical butler 
fashion): Mr. Ernest. Worthing. 

ALGERNON (A young, pleasant man 
with a brisk way of speaking): How 
are you, my dear Ernest? What 
brings you up to town? 

Jack: Oh, pleasure, pleasure! What 
else should bring one anywhere? 

ALGERNON: Where have you been since 
last Thursday? 

Jack: In the country. 

ALGERNON: What on earth do you do 
there? 

Jack: When one is in town one amuses 
oneself. When one is in the country 
one amuses other people. It is ex- 
cessively boring. 

ALGERNON: And who are the people 
you amuse? 


Playing time: 30 minutes. 


Jack (Airily): Oh, neighbors, neigh- 
bors. 

ALGERNON: Are they nice, your neigh- 
bors? 

Jack: Perfectly horrible. Never speak 
to one of them. 

ALGERNON: How immensely you must 
amuse them! 

Jack: But why all these cups, Algy? 
Are you expecting someone to tea? 
ALGERNON: Merely Aunt Augusta and 

Gwendolen. 

Jack (Pleased): How perfectly de- 
lightful! 

ALGERNON: I’m afraid Aunt Augusta 
won’t quite approve of your being 
here. 

Jack: Oh? May I ask why? 

AuGEeRNON: My dear fellow, the way 
you flirt with Gwendolen is perfectly 
disgraceful. It’s almost as bad as the 
way Gwendolen flirts with you. 

Jack: But I’m in love with Gwendolen. 
I’ve come up to town expressly to 
propose to her. 

ALGERNON: I thought you had come 
up for pleasure. I call that business! 

Jack: How utterly unromantic you 
are! 

ALGERNON: I really don’t see anything 
romantic in proposing. Oh, it’s very 
romantic to be in love. But there’s 
nothing romantic in a definite pro- 
posi. Besides, I don’t give my 
consent. 





Jack: Your consent! 

ALGERNON: My dear fellow, Gwendolen 
is my first cousin. And before I al- 
low you to marry her, you will have 
to clear up the whole question of 
Cecily. 

Sounp: Servant bell being rung. 

Jack: Cecily! What do you mean, 
Algy, by Cecily? I don’t know any 
one of the name of Cecily. 

LANE (Slighily off mike): You rang, sir? 

ALGERNON: Yes, Lane. Bring me the 
cigarette case Mr. Worthing left in 
the smoking room the last time he 
dined here. 

LANE: Yes, sir. 

Jack: Do you mean to say you have 
had my cigarette case all the time? 
I’ve been frantic over it. I was very 
nearly offering a reward. 

ALGERNON: Well, I wish you would of- 
fer one. I happen to need cash! 

Jack: There is no good offering a large 
reward now that the thing has been 
found. 

LANE: The cigarette case, sir. 

ALGERNON: No matter if you should 
offer a reward, for I see now that I 
look at the inscription, that it isn’t 
yours at all. 

Jack: Of course it’s mine. 

ALGERNON: But this case is a present 
from someone named Cecily, and 
you said that you didn’t know any- 
one of that name. 

Jack: Well, if you want to know, 
Cecily happens to be my aunt. 

ALGERNON: Then why does she call 
you her uncle? Here’s the inscrip- 
tion: ‘From little Cecily, with her 
fondest love to her dear Uncle 
Jack.” Besides, your name isn’t 
Jack at all; it’s Ernest. 


Jack: It isn’t Ernest; it’s Jack. 

ALGERNON: But your name has always 
been Ernest! 

JAcK: Well my name is Ernest in town 
and Jack in the country, and the 
cigarette case was given to me in the 
country 

ALGERNON: Will you kindly explain 
yourself? 

Jack: Give me my cigarette case first. 
Thank you. Now listen closely to 
what I am about to say. Old Mr. 
Thomas Cardew, who adopted me 
when I was a little boy, made me 
in his will guardian to his grand- 
daughter, Miss Cecily Cardew. 
Cecily, who addresses me as her 
uncle, lives at my place in the 
country under the charge of her ad- 
mirable governess, Miss Prism. 

ALGERNON: Where is this place in the 
country? 

Jack: That is nothing to you, dear 
boy. You are not going to be invited. 

ALGERNON: Now go on. Why are you 
Ernest in town and Jack in the 
country? 

Jack: In order to be a good guardian 
to Cecily, I must adopt a high moral 
tone regarding everything while I 
am in the country. This becomes 
rather boring at times, and so in 
order to get up to town, I have al- 
ways pretended to have a younger 
brother by the name of Ernest, who 
lives in the Albany, and gets into 
the most dreadful scrapes. That, 
my dear Algy, is the whole truth 
pure and simple. 

ALGERNON: The truth is rarely pure 
and never simple! 

LANE (Announcing off mike): Lady 
Bracknell and Miss Fairfax. 





Lapy BRacKNELL (Fading on; a fatu- 
ous woman): Good afternoon, dear 
Algernon. I hope you are behaving 
very well. 

ALGERNON: I’m feeling very well, Aunt 
Augusta. 

Lapy BrackNELL: That’s not quite 
the same thing. Ah, Mr. Worthing, 
good afternoon. 

ALGERNON: How are you today, Gwen- 
dolen? 

GWENDOLEN (A coy, almost too-sweet 
girl): How do I look? 

Jack: You’re quite perfect, 
Fairfax. 

Lapy BrAcKNELL: While I think of it, 
Algernon, have you the music you 
promised to give me for my little 
musicale this evening? 

ALGERNON: I’ve laid the music out on 
the piano. You can pick out those 
selections you prefer. if you'll 
kindly come into the next room for 
&@ moment... 

Lapy BRrAcKNELL: Thank you, Alger- 
non. It is very thoughtful of you. 
(Fading off) I’m sure the program 
will be delightful, after all you have 
such excellent taste ... 

Jack (Falteringly): Charming day it 
has been, Miss Fairfax. 

GWENDOLEN: Oh, oh yes. 

Jack: I would like to take advantage 
of Lady Bracknell’s absence . . . 

GWENDOLEN: I would advise you to 
do so. Mamma has a way of coming 
back into a room so suddenly! 

Jack (Nervously): Miss Fairfax, ever 
since I met you I have admired 
you more than any girl . . I have 
ever met since .. . I met you. 

GWENDOLEN: Yes, I am quite aware 
of that fact. And even before I 
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met you, I must confess, I was far 
from indifferent to you. Welive, as 
you know, in an age of ideals; my 
ideal has always been to love some- 
one of the name of Ernest. There is 
something in that name that in- 
spires confidence. The moment 
Algernon mentioned to me that he 
had a friend called Ernest, I knew 
that I was destined to love you. 

Jack: But you don’t really mean to 
say that you couldn’t love me if 
my name wasn’t Ernest? Supposing 
it were something else. 

GWENDOLEN: Like what? 

Jack: Well . . . like Jack. 

GWENDOLEN: Jack? No, there is very 
little music in the name of Jack, 
if any at all, indeed. It produces 
no vibrations. The only really safe 
name is Ernest. 

Jack: Gwendolen, I must get chris- 
tened at once —I mean, we must 
get married at once. 

GWENDOLEN: But you haven’t pro- 
posed to me yet. 

Jack: Well, may I propose to you now? 

GWENDOLEN: I think it would be an 
admirable opportunity. And to 
spare you any possible disappoint- 
ment, Mr. Worthing, I think it only 
fair to tell you that I am fully de- 
termined to accept you. 

Jack: Gwendolen! 

GWENDOLEN: Yes, Mr. Worthing? 
What have you to say to me? 

Jack: Gwendolen, will you marry me? 

GWENDOLEN: Of course I will, darling. 
Really, how long you took! 

Lapy BRAcKNELL (Angrily, off mike, 
fading on): Mr. Worthing! Rise, 
sir, from your knees. Such a position 
is most indecorous. 





GWENDOLEN: Mamma! I am engaged 
to Mr. Worthing. 

Lapy BracKNELL: Well, in that event, 
sir, I have a few questions to put 
to you. While I am making these 
inquiries, you, Gwendolen, will wait 
for me below in the carriage. 

GWENDOLEN: Mamma! 

Lapy BRackKNeLL: In the carriage, 
Gwendolen! 

GWENDOLEN (Fading): Yes, Mamma. 

Lapy BRacKNELL: Now, then, Mr. 
Worthing. Do you smoke? 

Jack: Well, yes, I must admit I smoke. 

Lapy BRACKNELL: I am glad to hear 
it. A man should always have an 
occupation of some kind. How old 
are you? 

Jack: Twenty-nine. 

Lapy BRACKNELL: A very good age to 
be married at. Now to your parents. 

Jack: I have lost both my parents. 

Lapy BrackNnELL: Both? That seems 
like carelessness. Who was your 
father? 

Jack: I’m afraid I really don’t know. 
The fact is, Lady Bracknell, I was 

. . well, found. In the cloakroom 
of a station on the Brighton Line, 
by a gentleman named Mr. Thomas 
Cardew. He gave me the name of 
Worthing because he happened to 
have a first-class ticket to Worthing 
in his pocket. Yes, I was found, 
Lady Bracknell, in a large, black 
handbag. 

LaDy BRrRacKNELL (Indignant): I’m 
sure that you can hardly consider 
that an assured basis for recognition 
in good society. 

Jack: May I ask then, what you would 
advise me to do? 

Lapy BrackKNELL: I would strongly 


urge you, sir, to try and acquire 
some relations as soon as possible. 
You can hardly imagine that I would 
allow my only daughter to marry 
into a cloakroom, and form an 
alliance with a parcel! (Fading) 
Good morning, Mr. Worthing! 

Jack (Calling out): It’s all right, Algy. 
You can come in now. 

ALGERNON (Fading on): Didn’t it go 
off all right, old boy? You don’t 
mean to say that Gwendolen re- 
fused you! 

Jack: Oh, Gwendolen is as right as a 
trivet. Her mother is unbearable. 

ALGERNON: Did you tell Gwendolen 
the truth about Ernest? 

Jack: My dear fellow, the truth isn’t 
the sort of thing one tells a nice 
young lady like Gwendolen. I plan 
to get rid of Ernest by the end of 
the week; he shall die of a chill — 
in Paris. 

LANE (Announcing): Miss Fairfax. 

ALGERNON: Gwendolen, upon my 
word! 

GWENDOLEN: Mamma has just told 
me all, Ernest. I may never meet 
you again in town. However, if 
you'll give me your country ad- 
dress... 

Jack (In a stage whisper): I don’t 
want Algy to know, but it’s the 
Manor House, Woolton, Hertford- 
shire. 

GWENDOLEN: What is it again? I 
can’t hear! 

ALGERNON: He said he didn’t want 
me to hear, but it’s the Manor 
House, Woolton, Hertfordshire. 

Jack (Outraged): Oh, bother, Algy! 
(Fading) Come along, Gwendolen. 
I’ll escort you to the door. 





ALGERNON (Pleasantly): Good-bye, 
Cousin Gwendolen. Good-bye, 
Ernest. (Calling off) Oh, Lane. To- 
morrow I’m going visiting — to Mr. 
Worthing’s country home. 

LANE (Fading on): Yes, sir. 

ALGERNON: I shall probably not be 
back till Monday. Pack my full 
dress and my summer suit. Oh, I 
hope tomorrow will be a fine day, 
Lane. 

Lane: It never is, sir. It never is! 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Sounp: Birds twittering intermittently. 

Miss Prism (A prim, proper voice; 
r eaalleng) Cecily! Cecily! Ah, so 


you're here in the garden. Put away 
that diary and come to your Ger- 
man lesson. You know your Uncle 
Jack put particular stress on your 
German lesson before he left for 
town yesterday. 


I really don’t see 
why you waste your time on a 
diary, when you could be spending 
it on your German lesson. 

Crcity (A sweet, but affected girl): 
I keep a diary in order to enter the 
wonderful secrets of my life. 

Miss Prism: But memory is the diary 
that we all carry about with us. 

Crciiy: I believe it’s memory that is 
responsible for those horrible three- 
volume novels everyone reads now- 
a-days. 

Miss Prism: Do not speak slightingly 
of the three-volume novel. I wrote 
one myself in earlier days. Alas, I 
lost the manuscript once, and so I 
was never able to finish it. 

Cucity: That is a shame, Miss Prism. 
But look, I see dear Dr. Chasuble 
coming up through the garden. 

Miss Prism (Simpering): Ah, Dr. 
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Chasuble. This is indeed a pleasure. 

CuasuBLE (An elderly minister): Has 
Mr. Worthing returned from town 
yet? 

Miss Prism: No, we don’t expect him 
till Monday. 

CuasuBLE: Well then, I’ll be on my 
way. Would you care to walk a 
way with me, Miss Prism. 

Miss Prism (Simpering):  Gladly. 
(Fading) Now study your German, 
Cecily! 

CrciLy (Pettishly): Oh, horrid, horrid, 
horrid German! 

Merriman (Off mike): Excuse me, 
Miss Cardew. Mr. Ernest Worthing 
is calling. 

Crcity (Delighted): Mr. Ernest Worth- 
ing! Uncle Jack’s wicked brother! 
How exciting! Send him out please, 
Merriman. 

ALGERNON (Fading in): You must be 
my little cousin Cecily, I’m sure! 

Crcity: And you are Uncle Jack’s 
brother, my cousin Ernest, my 
wicked cousin Ernest. I don’t un- 
derstand how you happen to be here. 
Uncle Jack won’t be back till 
Monday afternoon. 

ALGERNON: What a shame that I must 
leave, then, on Monday morning. 

CrciLy: It would be better if you could 
wait for him, I think. He is anxious 
to talk to you about emigrating. 
He said he’s sending you to Australia. 
I shouldn’t wonder that he does — 
you do look awfully pale. 

ALGERNON: I expect it’s because I’m 
so awfully hungry. 

Crctiy: How thoughtless of me! Won’t 
you come in for tea? 

ALGERNON: Thank you. You know, 
cousin Cecily, you’re the prettiest 





girl I ever saw. 

CrciLy: Miss Prism says that all good 
looks are a snare. 

ALGERNON: They are a snare — one 
every sensible man wants to be 
caught in! 

Crcity: Oh, I don’t think I would 
care to catch a sensible man! I 
shouldn’t know what to talk to him 
about! 

Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 

Jack (Fading on): Ah, Miss Prism! 
Dr. Chasuble! 

Miss Prism: Mr. Worthing! Why, 
we didn’t expect you back till Mon- 
day! But — are you in mourning? 

Jack: My poor brother. 

CuasvuBLe: Still leading his shameful, 
wicked life? 

Jack (Mournfully): Alas, he is leading 
no life at all. He’s dead—of a 
chill, in Paris. 

CuasuBLE: My sympathies, sir. I 
shall mention this in Sunday’s ser- 
mon. 

Jack: Ah, that reminds me. I should 
like to be christened, Dr. Chasuble. 
This afternoon, if convenient. 

CHASUBLE: But have you never been 
christened before? 

Jack: I don’t know. At any rate, I 
should like to be christened this 
afternoon. Will half-past-five do? 

Crciiy (Fading on): Uncle Jack! How 
nice to see you back. Who do you 
think is in the dining room? Your 
brother Ernest. He arrived half an 
hour ago. And what do you think? 
He has already proposed marriage 
to me. Of course, I have accepted 
him. And he’s promised to be 
wicked no more, but to change his 
ways. 


Miss Prism: But Mr. Worthing’s 
brother Ernest is dead, Cecily. 

ALGERNON (Fading on): I am no such 
thing, Miss Prism. (With cordiality) 
Dear brother Jack! 

Jack (Astonished): Algernon! (Catch- 
ing himself) I mean, Ernest! 

CuasuB_eE: I think it is so touching 
to see this family reunion. Come, 
Cecily, Miss Prism; we shall leave 
them alone. 

Crecity (Fading): Do forgive each 
other — please! 

Jack: Algy, you young scoundrel. You 
must leave at once. 

ALGERNON: Don’t be silly, Jack. I’m 
engaged to Cecily, and I’m staying. 

Jack (Calling): Merriman, send for 
the dogcart. Mr. Ernest is leaving. 

ALGERNON (Calling): Never mind, 
Merriman. 
after all. 

Jack: He hasn’t! 

ALGERNON: He has. 

Jack: Oh, no he hasn’t! 

ALGERNON: Oh, yes he has! 

Jack (After a pause): Ohhhhh, what’s 
the use? 

Music: Gay theme, in and under. 

MERRIMAN (Announcing): Miss Gwen- 
dolen Fairfax. 

Crcity: Pray let me introduce my- 
self. I am Cecily Cardew. 

GWENDOLEN (Fading on): How do you 
do, Miss Cardew? I am Gwendolen 
Fairfax. 

Crcity: How do you do? 

GWENDOLEN: Are you on a visit here 
at Mr. Worthing’s country home? 

Crcity: Why no, I am Mr. Worthing’s 
ward. 

GWENDOLEN: His ward! He never 
told me that he had a ward. Though 


He’s decided to stay 





I must say, I’m not jealous. Ernest 
is so dependable! 

Crecity: Oh, it is not Mr. Ernest 
Worthing who is my guardian. It 
is his elder brother — Jack. Oh no, 
Mr. Ernest is not my guardian — 
indeed, soon I shall be his. You see, 
Mr. Ernest and I are engaged. 

GWENDOLEN (With controlled coolness) : 
My darling Cecily, I think there 
must be some error. Mr. Ernest 
Worthing is engaged to me. 

Crcity: My dearest Gwendolen, it is 
you who are mistaken. Ernest pro- 
posed to me just fifteen minutes ago. 

GWENDOLEN: It is certainly quite 
curious; he asked me to be his wife 
yesterday afternoon at 5:30. There- 
fore, I have the prior claim. 

Crecity: I should say it were quite 
clear that he has changed his mind. 

GWENDOLEN: But here he comes now. 
I’ll ask him myself. Ernest, dear! 

Jack (Fading on): Gwendolen, darling, 
this is a surprise. 

CrciLy: I knew there must be some 
mistake, Miss Fairfax. The gentle- 
man whom you are now kissing is 
my dear guardian, Uncle Jack. 

GWENDOLEN (Horrified): Jack! 

CrciLy: Here comes Ernest now. 

ALGERNON (Fading on): Well, whom 
have we here? 

Crcity: May I ask, Ernest, if you 
are engaged to this young lady? 
ALGERNON: To what young lady? 

Good heavens, Gwendolen! 

CrciLy: Yes, Ernest, to good heavens, 
Gwendolen. 

GWENDOLEN: I knew there was an 
error, Miss Cardew. The gentle- 
man you now embrace is my cousin, 
Mr. Algernon Moncrieff. 


Crcity (Horrified): Algernon! 

GWENDOLEN: Well, then, if you are 
not Ernest, and if you are not 
Ernest — who on earth is Ernest? 

Jack (Slow and hesitatingly): Gwen- 
dolen — Cecily — it is very painful 
for me to say this, but I’m afraid 
the truth is— that there is no Ernest! 

Music: Lighthearted theme, in and 
under. 

MERRIMAN (Announcing off mike):. 
Lady Bracknell! 

ALGERNON: Good 
Augusta! 

GWENDOLEN: Heavens, it’s Mamma! 

Lapy BRACKNELL (Fading on): Mr. 
Worthing, why have you spirited 
off my daughter? 

GWENDOLEN: He didn’t spirit me off, 
Mamma. I came of my own free 
will. Mr. Worthing and I are en- 
gaged. 

Lapy BRACKNELL: You are no such 
thing. And Algernon, who is the 
girl around whose waist your left 
arm is twined? 

Jack: Allow me to present my ward, 
Miss Cecily Cardew. 

ALGERNON: Cecily and I are engaged. 

Lapy BrAcKNELL: You are no such 
thing. There must be something 
invigorating in the air, hereabouts. 
There seems to be a peculiar num- 
ber of engagements! 

MERRIMAN (Announcing off mike): 
Dr. Chasuble and Miss Prism. 

CHASUBLE (Fading on): About the 
christenings, gentlemen . . . 

GWENDOLEN and Cerctty: Christen- 
ings? 

CHASUBLE: Yes. Mr. Jack Worthing is 
to be christened Ernest at 5:30; Mr. 
Ernest Worthing is to be christened 


lord, it’s Aunt 





—er, I don’t know what — at 6:00. 

GWENDOLEN: You were prepared to 
make this sacrifice for us? 

Crcity: Darlings! 

CHASUBLE: Well, about the christen- 
ings. They might be postponed? 

Jack: Whatever for? 

CuasuBLe: Well, sir, the fact is — 
Miss Prism here and I have just 
become engaged! 

Lapy BRaAcKNELL: What’s going on 
here? (Suddenly shouting) Miss 
Prism! 

Miss Prism: Lady Bracknell ! ! ! 

Lapy BRacKNELL (Slowly and em- 
phatically): Miss Prism, where is 
that baby? 

Au: What? 

Lapy BRACKNELL: Twenty-eight years 
ago, Miss Prism, you left Lord 
Bracknell’s house in charge of a 
perambulator containing a baby of 
the male sex. You never returned. 
A few weeks later, the police dis- 
covered the perambulator standing 
by itself in a remote corner of Bays- 
water. It was empty, except for 
the unfinished manuscript of a 
dreadful three-volume novel. Miss 
Prism! Where is that baby? 

Miss Prism (Shamefully): I don’t 
know, I admit it. I only wish I did. 
The plain facts are these. By mis- 
take, I put the manuscript for a 
book I was writing into the peram- 
bulator, and I put the baby into a 
large, black handbag that I had in- 
tended for the manuscript. 

Jack (Urgently): Where did you de- 
posit the handbag? 

Miss Prism: I left it in the cloakroom 
of one of the larger railway stations 
in London. 


Jack: What railway station? 

Miss Prism (Crushed): Victoria. The 
Brighton Line. 

Jack (Excitedly): Excuse me, for one 
moment! 

Lapy BracKNELL: I need not tell you, 
Miss Prism, I suppose, of the weeks 
— nay, years of anguish your error 
has caused? 

Miss Prism (Repentant): I can imagine, 
Lady Bracknell. I can imagine! 

Lapy BRACKNELL: Can you? 

Jack (Fading on): Miss Prism. Is 
this the handbag? Examine it care- 
fully before you speak! Is this the 
handbag? 

Miss Prism (Calmly): It seems to be 
mine. Yes, here are my initials on 
the clasp. Thank you so much for 
restoring it to me. 

Jack: Miss Prism, more has been re- 
stored to you than the handbag. I 
am the baby that you placed in it. 

Lapy Bracknetit: Mr. Worthing! 
Then you are the son of my dear 
dead sister, and therefore Algernon’s 
elder brother. 

Jack: Algy’s elder brother! 
have a brother after all. I always 
said I had a brother. Miss Prism, 
Dr. Chasuble, meet my unfortunate 
younger brother. 

GWENDOLEN: My own! But what own 
are you? What is your Christian 
name, now that you have become 
someone else? 

Jack: Good heavens! I almost forgot. 
Can you not love me but under that 
one name? 

GWENDOLEN: Alas no. 


Then I 


Cecily and I 
have both resolved to marry men 
by the name of Ernest. 

Lapy BRACKNELL: That’s it. You were 





named after your father, Mr. Worth- 
ing; his name was General Ernest 
John Moncrieff! 

Jack (Calmly): I always told you my 
name was Ernest, didn’t I, Gwen- 
dolen? 

GWENDOLEN: Ernest, my own! I felt 
from the first you could have no 
other name. I forgive you now, for 
all that has gone before. 

ALGERNON: Do you forgive me, too, 
Cecily? 

Crcity: Yes, Algernon — if you prom- 
ise to be re-christened tomorrow! 


Aucernon: I do, my love, I do. And 
now, may I kiss you? 

Cxcity: But of course! 

Lapy BRACKNELL (Taken aback): My 
dear nephew, you seem to be dis- 
playing a dreadful sign of tri- 
viality ! 

ALGERNON: On the contrary, Aunt 
Augusta, I’ve only just realized for 
the first time in my life, the vital 
importance of being earnest! 

Music: Fanciful theme, up to finish. 


THE END 


wee: 
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Part Seven 


Book Reviews 





Spotlaght on Books 


JoHN Woo.tmaNn: Cumtp or Licur. By Cath- 
erine Owens Peare. Vanguard. $3.00. 


This is the inspiring story of John Woolman, 
the great Quaker leader, whose entire life was 
dedicated to the cause of Abolition. The cour- 
age and fortitude of the man are vividly pre- 
sented in a stirring account of his fight against 
the institution of slavery. (Junior and senior 


high) 


Miss Liprary Lapy. By Ann McLelland 
Pfaender. Julian Messner, Inc. $2.50. 


A romance for young moderns, this book is 
the exciting story of Jean Muirhead, a girl 
who loved books and travel and who found 
romance and an exciting happy life when her 
library work took her to Hawaii. The under- 
standing presentation of community prob- 
lems makes this an especially rewarding book. 
(Junior and senior high) 


True ADVENTURES OF Doctors. By Rhoda 
Truaz. Little, Brown & Co. $2.76. 


A barber-surgeon, a madhouse attendant, 
and an old family doctor are some of the char- 
acters in one of the world’s most thrilling 
dramas: the war against disease. This fasci- 
nating book contains many exciting and in- 
formative accounts of the glorious achieve- 
ments of the men and women who have con- 
tributed to our knowledge of medicine. 
(Junior and senior high) 


Each One Teacu One: Frank LavusBacu, 
Frrenp To Mriuions. By Marjorie Me- 
dary. Longmans, Green and Co. $3:00. 
Frank Laubach’s missionary campaigns for 

literacy make an unusual story of adventure. 
Dr. Laubach’s inspiring fight against illiteracy 
extends from Asia and the Middle East to the 
jungles of Africa and South America, and in- 
volves over sixty million people. All of the 
dialogue is based on actual letters, journals, or 
speeches thereby bringing to the reader a true- 
to-life adventure that is sure to entertain and 
inspire. (Junior and senior high) 


THe Hippen Vittace. By Keora Kono and 
Dorothy Mulgrave. Longmans, Green and 
Co., Inc. $2.50. 

When the Hawaiian boy, Keo, first set out 
to find the hidden village, he was thrilled by 
the prospect of adventure. In the darkness of 
the forest, however, his spirits faltered, and he 
almost gave up his search. The Hidden Vil- 


lage is the exciting story of Keo’s discovery of 
the little village “beyond the cocoanut forest,”’ 
and his strange adventures there. (Middle 
grades) 


CatrteE Doc. By Montgomery M. Atwater. 

Random House. $2.75. 

Don needed a dog to help him in patrolling 
the summer range against mountain lions and 
other lurking dangers. But when he picked as 
his cattle dog Rusty — a constant barker and 
poorest of the lot — his father thought he had 
made a foolish mistake. The story of Rusty, a 
plucky little cow dog, who meets each new 
challenge with eagerness and courage makes a 
heart-warming tale of the West. (Middle 
grades) 


Martin De Porres, Hero. By Claire 
Huchet Bishop. Houghton Mifflin Company. 
$2.50. 

Life in Lima, Peru, in the late sixteenth 
century was not easy for a child like Martin 
who was half Negro and half Spanish. Yet 
through his love of God, Martin grew up 
without hate and devoted himself to minister- 
ing to all people regardless of race or creed. 
This beautifully illustrated book presents the 
life of Blessed Martin de Porres, describing 
not only his miraculous exploits but also the 
warm and human qualities which have made 
him unforgettable. (Middle grades) 


Drirrwoop Caprain. By Paul B. Kenyon. 
Houghton Mifflin Company. $2.00. 


This is a story of all boat lovers, for Peter 
Leonard, the seagoing boy of Annisquam 
Harbor, knows no limits to his boat building 
enterprises. While carrying out his scheme to 
make a family yacht out of a derelict hull de- 
spite the mysterious opposition of an old boat- 
builder, he discovers a valuable treasure in a 
way that makes exciting reading. (Middle 
grades) 


Tue Foreigner. By Gladys Malvern. Long- 
mans, Green and Co., Inc. $2.76. 

This is the familiar story of Ruth and 
Naomi, their arduous journey to Judea and 
Ruth’s surrender of the customs and tradi- 
tions of her native land. How she finds love 
and great position in a new country is movingly 
told with colorful descriptions of the rituals, 
laws, trades and geography of these lands of 
long ago. (Middle grades) 





PI AYS For Special Occasions 
in OCTOBER 
In addition to the many fine plays for holidays and special occasions published in 


this issue, subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues for the celebra- 
tion of the following events: 


October 4-9 — Fire Prevention Week 


Waar Happenep on Ciurrer Srreer (Middle grades) 
Gray Guosts (Middle grades) é 
Wuo Srarrep THe Fire (Lower grades) 


October 12th — Columbus Day 


Day or Destiny (Junior and Senior High) .. . October, 
Ferrers AND Dreams (Junior and Senior High) peeves s October, 
I SHauu Sait Acain (Junior and Senior High) 

Brave Apmrrat (Junior and Senior High) 

Tue Boy Dreamer (Junior and Senior High) 

Tue Weaver's Son (Middle grades) 

Breyonp Tuuwe (Middle grades) 

Great Bearnnine (Middle grades)................+5- 

For tue Guiory or Sparn (Middle grades) 

A Compass ror CrristorpHer (Lower grades) 

Son or CotumBus (Lower grades)... . 0... 0.0 ccccccscccrcceecseressress eptember, 
Tueir Masesties ComMaAnp (Radio play) September, 


October 24 — United Nations Day 


A Piay Wirnovut A Name (Junior and Senior High) 
THREE AND THE Dracon (Junior and Senior High) 
INVASION FROM THE STRATOSPHERE (Middle grades) 


October 28th — Anniversary of the Statue of Liberty 
Tue Stratus Speaks (Radio play) 


October 30th — Halloween 


HatLoween Luck (Junior and Senior High) 

WueEn tHe Huriysurty’s Done (Junior and Senior High) 

Hometown Ha.ttoween (Junior and Senior High) 

Tue Sort-Hearrep Guosr (Junior and Senior High) 

BewiITCHED AND BrwiLperRep (Junior and Senior High) 

Tue Havntep Cioruestine (Junior and Senior High) 

Tue Broomsticx Beauty (Junior and Senior High) 

Horrors, Incorporatep (Junior and Senior High) 

Tue Greepy Gosiin (Middle grades) 

A Cat ror HALLowren (Middle grades) 

HatLtowren Gers a New Loox (Middle grades) 

Guosts on Guarp (Middle grades) 

Meer Mr. Wirtcu (Middle grades) 

Tus New Broom (Middle grades) 

Broom Market Day (Middle grades) 

Unper Toe Harvest Moon (Middle grades) 

Someruine New ror HaLtoween (Lower grades) 

Tue Lirrie Wires Wuo Triep (Lower grades) 

JACK-O-LANTERN (Lower grades)... .........eceeeecscceenens bows e's 

Tus Witcu Docror (Lower grades) bee hiv wiaata v e's’ 06 Ce 
Tue HaLtowgeen Wisues (Lower grades) hak 2 October, 1946 
Rep Maarec (Lower grades) : ....- October, 1946 
Tue Cat Wao WanrTep Tro Ripe a Broom (Lower grades) ......... October,'1944 


Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscribers only, for 20c each (40c to non-subscribers). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Otherwise 
regular price of 40c per copy will be charged. 


To eliminate bookkeeping, we suggest that payment accompany playbook orders, 
especially for small quantities. 
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Book Collections of 
Royalty-Free Plays for Young People 








STANDARD CLOTH BOUND EDITIONS 


Just published! 
SHORT PLAYS FOR ALL-BOY CASTS 


by Vernon Howard 
Thirty royalty-free comedies and skits for boys of 
all ages. The light-hearted mixture of sense and 
nonsense in these plays will have sure-fire appeal for 
both casts and audiences. This book will solve play- 
giving problems for boys’ club directors, teachers, 


scoutmasters, camp counselors, and other youth 


leaders. Simple and easy-to-stage plays. 


Middle Grades and Junior High 201 pages; $3.00 


Just published! 
UNITED NATIONS PLAYS AND PROGRAMS 
by Aileen Fisher and Olive Rabe 

The aims, purposes, and accomplishments of the 
United Nations are vividly dramatized in this new 
collection of original program material for young 
people. This book contains royalty-free one-act 
play 8, playlets group readings poems, songs, recita- 
tions, prayers, and toasts. Effective classroom and 
programs may be arranged in combina- 
tions suitable for various grade levels. Informative, 
entertaining, and easy to produce. 


Lower Grades through High School 


assembly 


296 pages; $3.50 


Previously published and still in demand 





HEALTH AND SAFETY PLAYS AND PRO- 
GRAMS 


by Aileen Fisher 
Plays, poems, skits, songs, readings. 
Lower and Middle Grades 275 pages; $3.50 


ONE-ACT PLAYS FOR ALL-GIRL CASTSt 
by Marjorie Paradis 
12 sparkling comedies for girls 


Junior High and High School 230 pages; $2.50 
TWENTY-FIVE PLAYS FOR HOLIDAYSt 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 

A new collection of holiday plays 


Junior High and High School 442 pages; $3.50 

HOLIDAY 
GIRLSt 

by Eileen Fisher 

Plays, poems, skits, readings 

Lower Grades through Junior High, 


PROGRAMS FOR BOYS AND 


394 pages; $3.50 
— RN COMEDIES FOR YOUNG PLAY- 


ER 
by Mildre i Hark and Noel McQueen 


23 comedies of family life 
Junior High and High School 


373 pages; $3.50 


100 PLAYS FOR CHILDRENt* 
edited by A. 8S. Buraek 
Giant collection of plays 
Lower and Middle Grades 886 pages; $4.75 
CAREER PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE* 

by Samuel 8. Richmond 

30 vocational guidance plays 


Junior High and High School 342 pages; $3.50 


SPECIAL PLAYS FOR SPECIAL 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
24 plays for important holidays 


Middle Grades and Junior High 


DAYSt* 


397 pages; $3.00 


HOLIDAY PLAYS FOR TEEN-AGERS+ 
by Helen Louise Miller 
20 comedies for. holidays 
Junior High and High School 


355 pages; $3.50 


LITTLE PLAYS FOR LITTLE PLAYERSt 
edited by Sylvia E. Kamerman 
50 plays for all occasions 


Lower Grades 338 pages; $2.75 


PLAYS FOR GREAT OCCASIONS 
by Graham DuBois 
24 historical dramas 
Junior High and High School 


371 pages; $3.50 


CHRISTMAS PLAYS FOR YOUNG ACTORSt 
edited by A. 8. Burack 

26 traditional and modern plays 

Lower Grades through Junior High, 264 pages; $2.75 


RADIO PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE?t* 
by Walter Hackett 

15 classics adapted for radio 

Junior High and High School 277 pagee; $2.75 
ON STAGE FOR TEEN-AGERSt* 

by Helen Louise Miller 

22 one-act comedies 


Junior High and High School 432 pages; $3.50 


*Recommended in the Standard Catalog for High School Libraries 
tListed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. 
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